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PREFACE 

WHEN,  many  years  ago,  my  little  volume,  "Lays  of 
Life  and  Hope,"  was  published,  I  scarcely  expected 
that  any  one  beyond  the  limited  circle  of  my  personal 
friends  would  purchase  a  copy,  but,  to  my  pleasure 
and  surprise,  it  soon  found  its  way  into  many  homes 
and  hearts;  and  the  sale,  the  publishers  assure  me, 
still  continues  in  all  parts  of  the  English-speaking 
world. 

Encouraged  by  this  unlooked-for  result  and 
strengthened  by  the  good  opinions,  warmly  expressed, 
of  some  of  my  friends,  I  have  collated  the  following 
verses,  which  were  composed  without  any  view  to 
publication,  and  now  send  them  forth  with,  if  possible, 
more  misgivings  than  accompanied  my  "  Lays."  They 
represent  the  leisure  moments  of  a  strenuous  and  busy 
life,  over  a  period  of  more  than  twenty  years.  Some 
of  them  were  made  on  the  Diamond  Fields  of  Kim- 
berley,  but  most  of  them  on  and  around  the  Gold 
Fields  of  Johannesburg,  where  it  is  popularly  believed 
that  men  sacrifice  all  their  better  sentiments  to  the 
sordid  pursuit  of  gold. 
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PREFACE 


That  this  is  not  so  is  witnessed  by  these  verses,  for 
I  received  the  thought  and  inspiration  for  most  of 
them  from  men  on  these  "fields,"  whose  aims  in 
life  were  as  high  and  whose  motives  and  sentiments 
were  as  pure  as  those  of  any  men  I  have  ever  met. 

To  those  who  may  recognise  their  own  thoughts  in 
this  volume  I  ought  perhaps  to  apologise,  for  few  of 
the  men  with  whom  I  have  worked  in  trench  and  mine 
and  office,  while  we  watched  with  pride  the  develop- 
ment of  a  gigantic  industry  and  the  growth  of  a  great 
city,  ever  suspected  that  one  of  their  number  was 
weaving  the  life  story,  often  too  sad,  of  one  and 
another  of  them  into  verse. 

"  Some  with  noble  deeds  and  great, 
Some  with  ornaments  of  rhyme." 


W.  B. 


RAND  CLUB,  JOHANNESBURG, 
Sept.  1906. 
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THE  SILENT  LAND 

A   DREAM 

DREAMS  come  unsought — 'twas  in  my  sleep 

A  lonely  hill,  and  drear,  and  steep 

I  climbed  with  weary  feet  and  sore, 

Till  half-way  up  or  little  more ; 

The  place  was  dismal,  strange,  and  still, 

Rugged  and  pathless,  wild  and  bare, 
And,  but  the  babbling  of  a  rill, 

No  sound  disturbed  the  breathless  air ; 
Nor  human  footstep  could  I  trace 
In  all  the  weird  and  weary  place. 


What  brought  me  there  'twere  long  to  tell— 
And    dreams    are    strange ;    but    in    my 
dream 

Methought  a  star  from  heaven  fell 
With  such  a  kind  and  lovely  gleam ! 


THE   SILENT  LAND 

Hesitating  on  its  way — 
Lingering  with  varying  ray — 
Chastely  glimmering — boldly  beaming — 
Rays  of  wild  enchantment  gleaming- 
Changeful,  fitful  in  its  flight, 
Slowly  downward  through  the  night 
Came  the  fascinating  light ! 
And,  as  spell-bound  I  watched  it  fall, 
A  voice  three  times  broke  on  mine  ear, 
Naming  my  name  in  accents  clear — 
A  star,  a  voice,  and  that  was  all. 


But  such  a  Star ! — the  spangled  sky 

Hath  ne^er  exposed  to  waking  eye, 

So  pure,  so  beautiful,  so  bright, 

It  charmed  the  eye  and  filled  the  night ; 

And  all  for  me  its  radiance  shone — 

It  fell  for  me,  for  me  alone ! 

And  such  a  Voice  mine  ear  till  then 

Had  heard  not,  hath  not  heard  again  ! 

So  softly  sweet,  so  sweetly  mild — 

It  thrilled  my  breast  with  transport  wild  ! 

And  when  the  hill  had  hid  the  star, 

And  died  the  voice  in  echoes  far, 

The  world  grew  dark,  and  harsh  each  sound ; 

In  all  above,  in  all  around, 

No  other  light  mine  eye  could  see, 
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No  other  sound  was  sweet  to  me — 
That  Star,  that  Voice,  my  search  must  be  ! 
And  so  in  search  of  voice  and  star — 
A  fruitless  search — I  wandered  far ; 
And  ever,  when  I  weary  grew, 

I  saw  behind  some  hill  its  gleam, 
By  which,  inspired  with  courage  new, 

I  laboured  onward  in  my  dream, 
Till  many  a  desert,  marsh,  and  moor 
In  heedless  haste  I'd  traversed  o'er; 
I  leaped  the  chasms,  climbed  the  steeps, 
And  swam  the  torrent-swollen  deeps  ; 
Rushed  madly  o'er  the  trackless  wild, 
At  death  and  danger  only  smiled, 
Till  wearied,  wasted,  weak  and  worn, 

I  reached  the  Silent  Land, 
Where,  disappointed,  sad  and  lorn, 
With  bleeding  feet  and  garments  torn, 

'Mid  stillness  forced  to  stand, 
I  strained  mine  ear  and  gazed  afar, 
Nor  heard  the  voice,  nor  saw  the  star. 

Twas  then  I  saw  a  hill  was  nigh — 
A  lonely  hill,  oblique  and  high ; 
So  high  methought  that,  could  I  scale 
Its  towering  top,  I  would  not  fail 
To  see  the  place,  though  far  away, 
Where  that  bright  star  I  followed  lay  ! 


THE   SILENT  LAND 

Or  in  the  silence  I  might  hear, 
Echoed  o'er  hill,  or  vale,  or  river, 

That  voice  so  soft,  sa  sweet,  so  dear ; 

And  there,  or  be  it  far  or  near, 

Should  voice  be  heard  or  star  appear, 
Fd  gaze,  I'd  listen,  blest  for  ever ! 


The  silent  hill-top,  lone  and  high, 
Was  pressed  against  the  speechless  sky ; 
But  many  a  chasm,  dark  and  deep, 
And  brake,  and  crag,  and  pathless  steep, 
Which  by  the  moonlight  I  could  see, 
Lay  'tween  that  mountain-top  and  me, 
And  what,  unseen,  might  there  not  be ! 


I  looked  upon  my  bleeding  feet ; 
I  listened  to  my  heart's  wild  beat ; 
I  knew  my  strength  was  almost  gone ; 
I  felt  forsaken,  sad,  and  lone. 

"  And  have  I  toiled  so  far  in  vain ! 

Home,  hope,  and  star,  and  life — all  loss ! 

In  this  lone  place  doomed  to  remain  ! 

That  dreary,  trackless  waste  again 
These  bleeding  feet  could  never  cross ! 

Oh  !  could  I  only  climb  that  steep  ! " 
Thus  musing,  I  began  to  weep. 
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But  in  my  dream,  as  there  I  wept, 
A  cloud's  dark  shadow  o'er  me  crept — 
Up  pathless  steep  and  crag  and  wild 
Slowly  and  steadily  it  toiled  ! 
Its  upward  pace  revived  my  hope, 
And  when  at  last  it  reached  the  top 
I  dried  my  tears,  and  thought  no  more 
Of  limbs  so  wearied,  feet  so  sore — 
A  heavy  cloud  had  crept  so  high, 
Lonely  and  dark,  why  should  not  I  ? 
Yes !  I  would  climb  the  rugged  steep, 
Would  scale  the  crags,  the  chasms  leap ; 
Would  toil  and  suffer,  do  and  dare, 
Brave  death  and  danger  anywhere ! 
What  matter  now  what  it  might  cost  ? 
All  but  this  one  dear  hope  was  lost — 
To  find  that  star,  and  hear  once  more 
The  voice  that  named  me  three  times  o'er. 
My  heart  again  with  madness  beat, 
And  to  the  hill  I  turned  my  feet — 
A  startled  reindeer  scarce  so  fleet ! 
•  ••••• 

Still  rode  the  moon  on  clouds  of  snow 

Queen  of  the  silent  night ; 
But  I,  'mong  shadows  creeping  low, 

Mocked  by  the  far-up  height, 
Baffled  and  beaten,  weak  and  worn, 
Sat  like  the  object  of  her  scorn ; 
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Her  cold,  stern  beams  had  chased  away 
My  star's  last  real  or  fancied  ray, 
While  for  that  voice  so  soft  and  sweet 
A  rill  was  babbling  at  my  feet. 
Thus,  wretched,  wearied,  and  forlorn, 
I  wished  and  waited  for  the  morn, 
Much  wondering  why  I  had  been  driven 
To  seek  on  earth  a  thing  of  heaven. 

The  place  was  dismal,  strange  and  still, 

Rugged  and  pathless,  wild  and  bare, 
And,  but  the  babbling  of  the  rill, 

No  sound  disturbed  the  breathless  air ; 
Nor  human  footstep  could  I  trace 
In  all  the  weird  and  weary  place. 
How  long  I  sat  I  do  not  know, 

For  time  in  dreams  hath  magic  power — 
Twill  labour  heavily  and  slow, 

Or  run  a  lifetime  in  an  hour ; 
But  while  I  mused  and  wondered  there, 
A  footstep  startled  all  the  air 
And  echoed  weirdly  everywhere  ! 
Breathless  I  crouched,  and  pale  with  fear, 
While,  spectre-like,  a  man  drew  near ! 
With  heedless  gait  he  passed  me  by — 

I  could  have  touched  him  with  my  hand 
But  he  suspected  no  one  nigh 

In  such  a  strange  and  silent  land. 
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I  know  not  if  it  was  the  rill 
That  brought  him  to  that  lonely  hill, 
But  there  he  stooped  and  drank  his  fill. 
Then,  by  its  side,  upon  a  stone, 

He  sat  where  I  his  face  could  see ; 
The  moon  full  on  his  features  shone, 

A  kindly  covert  shadowed  me ; 
We  both  were  there,  yet  both  alone — 

But  I  was  less  at  ease  than  he. 
Unconscious  he  to  all  around, 
While  I,  'tween  Fear  and  Wonder  bound, 
Afraid,  would  wish  him  far  away, 
Or  curious,  wish  him  still  to  stay  ! 
The  perils  of  that  dreadful  night, 
My  bleeding  feet,  my  wretched  plight, 

And  e'en  the  bright  enchanting  star 

That  I  had  sought  so  long  and  far, 
I  had  forgotten  quite  ! 


His  brow  was  of  a  noble  mould, 

But  wore  the  badge  of  Care ; 
His  eyes  were  thoughtful,  dull 'and  cold, 

And  sorrow  lingered  there. 
The  marks  of  forty  years  or  more 
His  well-formed  frame  and  features  bore  ; 
And  threads  of  silver  here  and  there 
Were  creeping  through  his  raven  hair. 
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Upon  his  hands  he  hid  his  face, 
And  long  in  thought  remained, 

While  Wonder  unto  Fear  gave  place — 
So  sternly  Silence  reigned  ! 

Yet  seemed  it  as  that  lonely  spot 

Dark  memories  to  the  wanderer  brought ; 

For  when  again  his  head  he  raised, 

And  I  full  on  his  features  gazed, 

His  eye  a  deep  expression  wore 

I  had  not  noticed  there  before. 


At  length,  with  many  a  pause  between, 

Heedless  of  Silence  as  of  Time, 
He  spake,  with  feeling  strong  and  keen, 

Words  fitting  into  triple  rhyme ; 
And  there  was  firmness  in  his  speech, 
And  depth  of  thought  I  could  not  reach. 
And  many  a  strange,  expressive  air 

Between  his  words  his  visage  wore ; 
Indifference  seemed  linked  with  Care, 
Regret  and  Bitterness  were  there, 
But  not  Remorse,  and  not  Despair, 
And  every  tone  and  feature  still 
Bore  marks  of  an  unbending  will. 
But  spite  his  manner's  many  a  change, 
And  spite  his  sentiment  so  strange, 

A  child  might  see  his  heart  was  sore. 
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And  at  each  pause  the  careless  rill 
Would  babble  loud  and  louder  still, 
And  but  for  it  my  heart's  wild  beat 
Had  roused  the  stranger  to  his  feet. 


THE   SOLILOQUY 

"  WHAT  matter  now  what  wind  prevails  ? 
My  helm's  unmanned,  unfurled  my  sails — 
I  fear  nor  waves,  nor  rocks,  nor  gales. 

"  With  none  to  love,  beloved  of  none, 
The  cares  and  fears  of  life  are  gone — 
There's  naught  to  fly  from,  naught  to  shun. 

"  The  world  is  all  the  same  to  me — 
I  rove  the  earth  and  cross  the  sea, 
A  bird  of  passage,  wild  and  free. 

"  Yet  oft,  no  matter  where  I  roam, 

The  thoughts  like  wandering  spectres  come — 

4 1  loved,1 '  I  wooed,'  '  I  had  a  home.' 

" '  I  loved ' — yes !     And  though  far  I've  roved 
Loveless  and  lone,  I  have  but  proved 
By  cureless  wounds  how  much  I  loved. 
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"  ;  I  wooed ' — I  won,  I  wedded  too  ! 
And  she  was  lovely,  chaste  and  true, 
And  pure  as  light  or  morning  dew. 

"  '  I  had  a  home  ' — a  place  for  years 
Where  centred  all  life's  hopes  and  fears, 
And  love  sat  throned  on  smiles  and  tears. 

"  It  stands — a  weird  and  blighted  scene, 
The  wreck  of '  that  which  once  hath  been/ 
She  lives — I  live,  seas  roll  between. 

"  What  boots  it  now  how  came  the  reft  ? 
Our  hearts  were  frozen  up  and  cleft, 
And  like  lone  drifting  icebergs  left. 

"  Twould  ease  me  with  a  friend  to  weep ; 
But  like  a  grave,  dark,  lone  and  deep, 
My  bosom  must  its  secret  keep. 

"  I  grieve  not  for  my  cruel  part, 
But  for  my  cold  and  callous  heart, 
And  for  the  tear  that  will  not  start. 

"  Alas  !  those  soothing  springs  are  dry 
Which  once  would  bless  my  grieving  eye, 
Though  more  than  grief  for  tears  have  I. 
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"  But  wherefore  should  I  fret  for  tears 
Who's  known  no  joyful  smile  for  years  ? 
Nothing  should  grieve  where  nothing  cheers. 

"  With  disappointment  on  my  brow, 
Loveless  and  lone  I  wander  now ; 
I  care  not  where,  I  care  not  how. 

"  For  wheresoever  I  follow  Fate, 
None  for  my  coming  footsteps  wait, 
And  none  bethink  them  of  my  state. 

"  And  yet,  methinks  this  happy  rill 
Which  chatters  to  the  silent  hill 
Has  lessons  for  my  spirit  still. 

"  'Mid  all  this  silence,  silent  never ! 
'Mid  all  this  stillness  flowing  ever ! 
Intent  alone  to  reach  the  river ! 

"  And  so,  perhaps,  at  length  may  I 
Forget  what  adverse  Fates  deny, 
And  cheerful  live,  and  fearless  die." 

He  ceased.     I  marked  his  visage  well — 
His  darkening  brow  was  knit  with  pain, 
As  if  some  sad  thought  pressed  his  brain ; 
His  struggling  bosom  rose  and  fell 
With  what  I  thought  was  Grief's  great  swell. 
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No  more  was  said.     The  careless  rill 
Kept  chattering  to  the  heedless  hill ; 
And  as  no  voice  fell  on  mine  ear, 
And  there  was  now  no  cause  to  fear, 
Although  the  stranger  still  was  near, 
I  thought  upon  my  own  sad  plight, 
And  all  the  ventures  of  the  night — 
Of  that  enchanting  voice  and  star 
Which  I  had  sought  so  long,  so  far ; 
And,  thinking  thus  upon  my  state, 
And  of  the  wanderers  sadder  fate, 
Spite  aching  heart  and  wearied  limb, 
I  felt  that  I  could  weep  for  him ; 
And  soon  resolved  to  break  the  spell 
And  unto  him  my  ventures  tell. 

I  stirred,  that  he  might  hear  or  see, 
But  neither  look  nor  stir  gave  he  ! 
I  spoke,  but  lo !  the  voice  and  tone 
Seemed  to  be  his  and  not  my  own ! 
And  still  the  stranger  kept  his  seat, 

Heedless  of  me  as  was  the  rill, 
Until  with  heart  at  treble  beat 
I  started  wildly  to  my  feet ! 

And  as  he  vanished  from  the  hill, 
Through  clouds  and  mist  the  wintry  morning  broke, 
And  I  to  wonder,  work,  and  worry  woke. 
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I  woke  'mid  children's  laugh  and  prattle — 
I  woke  to  all  life's  din  and  battle — 
I  woke,  and  though  I  only  dreamed, 

The  vision  haunts  me  still. 
So  real  the  strange,  lone  wanderer  seemed, 

The  silence  and  the  rill ! 
And  often  as  I  brood  it  o'er 
I  wonder  if  'twere  dream  or  more. 
'Tis  weakness,  and  I  know  it  well, 
A  senseless,  silly  dream  to  tell ; 
'Tis  foolishness  and  waste  of  time 
To  set  it  forth  in  verse  and  rhyme- 
All  this  I  know,  but  know  not  why, 
Spite  all  I  do  and  all  I  try, 
The  gleam  of  that  enchanting  star, 
That  voice  re-echoing  sweet  and  far, 
The  treacherous  brake,  the  foaming  deep, 
The  toiling  up  that  awful  steep, 
The  shadow  and  the  silent  hill, 
The  lonely  man,  the  chattering  rill 
Will  linger  in  my  memory  still. 


THE   RENUNCIATION 

"  BE  brave,  O  Nivek  of  the  lake — 

Be  brave,"  she  said,  "  and  strong  of  heart, 

I  seek  the  convent  for  thy  sake ; 
Go,  all  unhindered,  play  thy  part.'1 

"I  will  be  brave,"  he  cried,  "and  true, 

But  leave  me  not,  I  do  implore ; 
Fair  Glendalough,  if  wanting  you, 

Were  lone,  and  lone  were  Avanmore. 

"  Thou  art  their  beauty  and  their  pride, 

Their  charm,  their  grandeur,  and  their  queen  ; 

No  convent  walls  shall  ever  hide 

My  loved,  and  my  adored  Kathleen." 


"  Nay,  nay,"  she  sighed  ;  "  it  cannot  be, 
For  I  have  vowed  in  holy  prayer 

To  spend  my  life,  for  love  of  thee, 
Where  heaven  shall  be  its  only  care." 
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E'en  as  she  spoke  a  sacred  spell, 

Tranquil,  o'er  all  his  being  stole, 
As  if  a  god  had  stooped  to  quell 

The  mighty  passion  of  his  soul. 


And  when  he  saw  her  saintly  grace, 
And  marked  her  calm,  angelic  mien, 

Childlike  he  wept  and  hid  his  face, 
Sobbing,  "  Alas  !  my  lost  Kathleen  ! 


Her  eyes  were  of  the  changing  blue 
Seen  only  where  the  tropic  skies 

Lend  to  the  deep  that  varied  hue 
Which  every  artist's  brush  defies. 

Her  cheeks  were  as  the  richest  beds 
Of  rippling  roses,  zephyr  kissed, 

On  which  some  amorous  rainbow  sheds 

Its  changing  glow  through  trembling  mist. 

And  as  the  sun  in  ocean  dips, 

Shimm'ring  beneath  some  cloudlet's  sheen, 
So  seemed  the  coral-tinted  lips 

Of  the  all-lovely,  sweet  Kathleen. 
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All  passionless  he  clasped  and  kissed  her ; 

Fearless  she  answered  his  embrace : 
"  Then,  be  to  me,1"  he  said,  "  a  sister, 

And  let  me  fill  a  brother's  place. 


"  111  love  thee  with  a  holy  love, 

And  guard  thee  with  a  brother's  care ; 

Thou'lt  lead  my  erring  thoughts  above, 
And  nerve  my  purpose  with  thy  prayer ; 

"  But  leave  me  not,  for  Erin's  Isle 
Would  be  no  longer  fair  and  green, 

Nor  bright  the  heavens  without  thy  smile, 
My  loved,  my  beautiful  Kathleen  ' " 


Tears  to  her  dark-fringed  eyelids  clung 
Trembling  from  beauty's  self  to  fall, 

While  on  her  dreaded  answer  hung 
His  happiness,  his  strength,  his  all. 

"  Too  late,"  she  said  ;  "  alas,  too  late  ! 

I  am  a  woman,  thou  a  man ; 
I  too  am  weak  and  passionate, 

And  love  as  woman  only  can. 
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And  never  can  a  brother's  part 

Be  his  who  hath  a  lover  been  ! 
The  Cross  will  soothe  my  breaking  heart ; 

Go  thou,  be  brave — forget  Kathleen  !  " 


One  kiss,  one  tear,  one  hand-clasp  more, 
And  each,  grief-laden,  turned  away — 

She  to  the  Christ  her  sorrow  bore ; 
He  his  unto  the  aching  day. 

Nor  veil  nor  beads  nor  book  nor  cell, 

Nor  prayers  nor  tears  in  cloisters  dim- 
Not  e'en  the  Cross — can  wholly  quell 
The  lingering,  loving  thought  of  him. 

And  as  that  cloudlet  of  the  west, 
Which  basked  upon  the  lucid  scene, 

Hangs  blackening  now  on  ocean's  breast, 
So  broods  he  of  the  lost  Kathleen. 


\ 
THE  MOUNTAIN   STREAMS 

I.  THE  MEETING 

THOU'ST  seen  meandering  down  some  gentle  hill, 

With  wayward  course,  two  pleasant  gurgling  streams, 
Dancing  and  glistening  in  the  sun's  glad  beams ; 

Each  echoing  the  other's  call,  but  still 

Singing  along  in  happy  loneness  till, 

Drawn  close  by  mutual  charms,  their  mutual  dreams 
They  whisper  long,  and  interchange  bright  gleams 

Of  kindred  lustre.     Soon,  disarmed  of  will, 

They  break  the  small  dividing  ridge,  and  rush 
With  eager  fondness  to  a  long  embrace, 

Ripple  a  moment  with  a  sunny  blush, 

And  mingling,  each  distinctive  mark  efface, 

Till  but  one  song  breaks  on  the  evening's  hush 
From  one  clear  peaceful  stream  of  steady  pace. 

II.  THE  PARTING 

And  thou,  perhaps,  hast  watched  that  stream  flow  on 
Through  many  a  sunny  vale  and  shady  grove, 
Reflecting  on  its  breast  the  world  above, 

Or  murmuring  in  soft,  sweet  undertone 
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To  love-smit  hearts  the  throbbings  of  its  own  ; 
Blessing  and  blessed  wherever  it  may  rove, 
(Nature's  own  type  of  peaceful  happy  love) 

Till  fitful,  rough  and  steep  its  course  hath  grown — 

Till  down  some  deep  ravine  'tis  wildly  chased, 
Recoils  a  moment  with  a  painful  quiver, 

And,  half-recovered,  separates  in  haste, 

By  two  wide-sund'ring  ways  to  seek  the  river ! 

But  so  they'd  mingled  since  they  first  embraced 
That  half  the  other  lives  in  each,  for  ever. 


Ill 

We  met,  we  mingled  like  those  mountain  streams. 
Well  I  remember,  fond  and  yearning-hearted, 
How  first  my  longings  were  to  thee  imparted, 

Only  to  find  that  thou  hadst  kindred  dreams ! 

And  fresh  as  yesterday  the  moment  seems 

When  at  my  first  fond  kiss  thy  tear-drops  started, 
For  conquering  Love  had  Art  herself  out-arted. 

And  with  what  followed  how  my  memory  teems ! 

Oh  let  this  triple  sonnet  serve  for  tears 

Too  hot  to  flow  !     Fate's  cruel  stroke  hath  cleft 

The  life  so  beautifully  one  for  years. 

Now,  sundered  far  we  roam,  each  so  bereft 

That  but  the  hope  of  meeting  life  endears ; 

For  half  my  soul's  with  thee,  half  thine  with  me  is  left. 


THE   BOW 

THE  westward  hastening  summer  sun  shone  fair 

When  from  the  far  horizon  rose  a  cloud ; 
Quickly  it  soared  and  spread,  till  everywhere 

The  sky  was  hid  as  with  a  sable  shroud. 

Then  came  the  thunder  peals,  long,  deep  and  loud, 
Till  heaven  and  earth  were  joined  by  one  broad  stream 
Through   which   the   lightning   ploughed    with   vivid 
gleam. 

And  God  the  frown  of  judgment  seemed  to  wear. 

There  was  a  pause,  and  from  my  lone  retreat 
I  looked  toward  the  blackest  part,  and  lo ! 

Thence  with  reproving  smile,  my  gaze  to  greet, 
Came  forth  the  golden,  promise-laden  bow, 

And  laid  its  light  and  glory  at  my  feet — 
The  truth  and  faithfulness  of  God  to  show. 
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THE    THUNDERSTORM 

DREAD  emblem  of  the  tempest-riven  heart, — 

War  of  the  heavens — how  terrible  thou  art ! 

Men  boast  when  armies  hostile  armies  meet, 

And  shout  when  fleet  is  fiercely  dashed  on  fleet — 

Heroic*"frosoms  breast  the  surging  wave, 

And  flames  renerve  the  mighty  arm  to  save ; 

But  when  thy  marsh'ling  hosts  in  dark  array 

Press  to  the  battle  up  the  dusky  way, 

And  sun  and  moon  and  stars  retire  or  fade, 

Awed  by  the  must'ring  of  thy  cannonade ; 

When  death-winged  lightnings  charge  the  scowling  sky 

And  lowering  elements  in  wrath  reply, 

While  liquid  chasms,  thunder-riven,  roar, 

And  on  the  trembling  earth  their  torrents  pour; 

When  fire  and  flood  and  darkness  ravish  heaven, 

And  splintered  clouds  on  clouds  are  wildly  driven, 

And  thunderbolts,  in  dreadful  fury  hurled, 

Overshoot  the  battlements  and  shake  the  world, 

Till  Terror  reigns  amid  Confusion  wild 

O'er  shattered  elements  in  ruin  piled — 

Men  stand  aghast  in  speechless  helplessness, 

And  think  of  God  and  their  own  littleness. 

Dread  emblem  of  the  tempest-riven  heart — 

War  of  the  heavens — how  terrible  thou  art ! 
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0  SACRED  Sea !  Majestic  Sea  ! 
What  melody  is  stored  in  thee ! 

1  never  sit  me  by  thy  side 

To  watch  thy  ever-moving  tide, 

Nor  walk  along  the  wreck- strewn  beach 

To  learn  the  lessons  thou  wouldst  teach, 

Nor  watch  thy  free,  foam-crested  wave 

Dashed  on  the  cliff  as  free  and  brave, 

Nor  gaze  across  thy  heaving  breast 

When  thou  dost  hush  the  day  to  rest, 

But  ere  I  know  thy  ceaseless  song 

Has  held  my  soul  enchanted,  long 

Earth  weaned,  and  worshipping  with  thee, 

Thy  God  and  mine,  O  sacred  Sea ! 

O  wondrous  Sea  !  Mysterious  Sea  ! 
What  ethic  lore  is  pent  in  thee  ! 
The  throbbings  of  thy  mighty  breast, 
Thy  ceaseless  turmoil  and  unrest, 
Thy  waves,  now  fierce,  terrific,  wild, 
And  now  the  playmates  of  a  child. 
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Thy  strength  untold,  thy  depths  unknown, 
Thy  will  that  yields  to  God  alone ; 
Thy  secrets  hid  from  every  age, 
The  undercurrent  of  thy  rage — 
In  storm,  in  calm,  in  peace,  in  strife, 
Mirror  of  man's  strange,  fitful  life. 
What  lessons  may  I  learn  from  thee, 
Thou  wonderful,  lore-teeming  sea  ! 

O  cruel  Sea  !  Ungrateful  Sea  ! 

The  world  is  mirrored  well  in  thee  ! 

How  oft  beneath  thy  treacherous  waves 

Thy  friends  and  lovers  find  their  graves ! 

Deep  in  thy  caves,  with  shroud  and  mast, 

Ten  thousand  shattered  hopes  are  cast ; 

They  launched  at  MORN — sweet  was  thy  smile ; 

At  NOON  they  just  suspected  guile  ; 

The  EVENING  showed  thy  treacherous  might — 

They  perished  in  the  starless  NIGHT. 

And  this  is  life — a  smiling  morn, 

A  doubtful  noon,  an  evening  lorn, 

A  night  of  death.     O  cruel  Sea  ! 

The  world  is  mirrored  well  in  thee. 

O  careless  Sea !  Forgetful  Sea  ! 

No  tender  memories  are  in  thee. 

Lone  hearts  may  break  and  nations  weep 

For  those  thy  heedless  caverns  keep, 


SEA   THOUGHTS 

Unmoved  and  all-forgetful  still, 

ThouYt  fond,  and  fierce,  and  false  at  will, 

But  yesterday  I  took  a  wand 

And  traced  my  name  upon  the  sand ; 

I  passed  the  spot  again  to-day, 

And  thou  hadst  washed  it  quite  away. 

And  so  to-day  the  wand  of  fame 

Writes  on  earth's  sands  a  poet's  name — 

To-morrow — O  forgetful  Sea, 

His  fate  is  well  foretold  by  thee  ! 


SPIRIT  LOVE 

I  MET  her  first  in  the  morning  bright, 
Her  heart  was  young  and  her  step  was  light. 
As  we  strolled  along  the  flowery  lawn 
Our  souls  were  strangely  together  drawn, 
And  a  speechless  love  like  a  spirit  spell 
On  my  boyish  bosom  calmly  fell, 
For  I  knew  she  was  mine,  as  I  know  it  now, 
By  a  bond  too  pure  for  an  earthly  vow. 
In  that  sacred  hour,  though  our  lips  were  dumb, 
Our  souls  were  knit  for  the  world  to  come ; 
And  I  longed  in  parting,  I  knew  not  why — 
I  longed  in  that  morning  hour  to  die. 

I  met  her  next  when  the  clouded  sun 
Full  half  of  his  weary  course  had  run. 
The  maiden  had  donned  the  matron's  grace, 
And  hers  was  a  mother's  careworn  face ; 
I  too  had  changed — but  her  girlhood  name 
To  my  bearded  lips  unbidden  came ! 
Then  a  holy  silence  o'er  us  stole, 
And  a  greedy  yearning,  soul  to  soul — 
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'Twas  but  for  an  hour — how  soon  it  fled — 

And  never  a  word  of  love  was  said ; 

But  I  felt  by  an  instinct  all  divine 

That  her  inmost  heart  was  true  to  mine, 

And  we  parted  in  silent  spirit-love 

That  first  will  be  breathed  in  the  world  above. 

I'll  meet  her  again  when  Earth's  day  is  done, 
And  the  day  of  Eternity  has  begun. 
Our  lives  shall  unite  in  a  holy  bliss 
That  cannot  be  known  in  a  world  like  this, 
When  the  mists  have  fallen  from  our  eyes 
In  the  Spirit  World  beyond  the  skies. 
I  shall  tell  her  then  of  my  spirit's  vow 
And  the  yearning  love  that  is  silent  now : 
And  there,  when  we  understand  and  know 
The  reason  of  all  things  here  below, 
Our  love  shall  be  pure,  and  sweet,  and  strong, 
As  the  light  of  God  and  the  angels'  song. 
For  this  we  met  on  that  morning  bright ; 

For  this  we  met  when  the  sun  was  high ; 
For  this  we  languish  while  falls  the  night ; 

For  this  alone  it  were  sweet  to  die. 


A   PRAYER 

"  /  pray  thee,  come  and  lay  thy  hands  on  her,  that  she  may 
be  healed  ;  and  she  shall  live." — ST.  MARK  v.  23. 

O  THOU  who  unto  Jairus'  fervent  prayer 

Didst  lend  Thine  ear, 
And  to  his  house  amidst  the  crowd  repair, 

My  pleadings  hear. 

"  My  daughter  lieth  at  the  point  of  death," 

He  said  to  Thee ; 
His  words  I  now  repeat  with  bated  breath — 

Oh  !  hear  Thou  me  ! 

The  crowds  oppressed  and  thronged  Thee  on  that  day — 

So  do  they  still ; 
And  she  who  had  the  issue  wooed  Thy  stay 

To  do  God's  will. 

Till  unto  Jairus  one  who  tidings  bore 

Pressed  near  and  said, 
"  Why  troublest  thou  the  mighty  Master  more, 

Thy  daughter's  dead  ?  " 
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Thou  Christ  who  then  beheld  that  father's  face 

And  saw  his  grief, 
Oh  try  me  not  so  fiercely,  but  in  grace 

Grant  Thy  relief. 


"  Talitha  Cumi "  now  no  more  is  said 

When  life  has  flown ; 
Haste  then,  and  lay  Thy  hand  upon  her  head 

Ere  she  be  gone  ! 


From  Thee,  Lord  Christ,  a  breath,  a  word,  a  touch 

Would  still  my  fears  ! 
To  Thee  so  little,  and  to  me  how  much — 

Behold  my  tears  ! 


The  moments  fly,  and  still  Thou  comest  not — 

Dost  Thou  not  care  ? 
Forgive  a  breaking  heart — blasphemous  thought 

Taints  my  poor  prayer. 


I  cannot  lose  her !     O  Thou  Christ  on  high, 

Regard  my  cause ! 
Or  tell  me,  as  I  sink  in  sorrow,  why 

She  ever  was  ? 
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Behold,  my  faith  and  hope  are  weak  indeed, 

My  thoughts  are  wrong ; 
And  humanly,  in  human  words,  I  plead — 

Love  only  strong. 


Thou  Man  of  Sorrows,  of  the  human  lot 

Compassionate, 
For  erring  thoughts  and  words  O  leave  me  not 

So  desolate ! 


Behold  how  beautiful  she  is,  how  dear, 

How  sweet,  how  good  ! 
En  wedding  girlhood  in  her  nineteenth  year 

With  womanhood. 


It  seems  so  short  a  time  since  at  my  knee, 

A  tiny  mite, 
She,  kneeling,  lisped  her  little  prayer  to  Thee 

Night  after  night ! 


As  round  her  girlish  years  my  memory  clings, 

Tears  flow  unhid  ! 
For  I  recall  a  thousand  little  things 

She  said  and  did. 


A   PRAYER 

The  marriage  bells — 'twas  but  a  month  ago — 

Rang  out  for  her — 
Oh !  was  their  music  of  my  deepest  woe 

The  harbinger  ? 


Oh !  if  Thou  wilt  not  come  the  die  is  cast, 

For  death  is  near  ; 
This  night,  O  Christ,  they  say  may  be  the  last 

Of  one  so  dear. 


This  is  Thy  natal  day ;  and  once  again 

They  bless  the  morn, 
Which  ushered  in  peace  and  goodwill  to  men, 

When  Thou  wast  born. 


A  thousand  minster  bells  are  gaily  ringing 

In  glad  acclaim, 
While  gladdened  crowds  in  sacred  aisles  are  singing 

Praise  to  Thy  name. 


Regard  them  not,  O  Christ,  but  come  away 

Where  she  doth  lie  ! 
They  care  not  though  upon  Thy  natal  day 

My  child  should  die. 
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My  sorrow  and  her  pain  are  naught  to  them — 

Why  should  they  be  ? 
But,  Son  of  David,  Babe  of  Bethlehem, 

I  cry  to  Thee ! 


Thou  God  of  all  things,  Man  of  Nazareth, 

Mighty  and  mild, 
Who  has  submitted  to  and  conquered  death, 

Oh  save  my  child  ! 


I  cannot  even  frame  my  prayer  aright, 

And  only  know 
That  with  her  life  the  loveliness  and  light 

Of  mine  would  go. 


Forgive  me  then,  O  Saviour !     And  if  Thou, 

Who  knowest  best, 
From  this  poor  life  of  sin  and  sorrow  now 

Wouldst  give  her  rest, 


Be  near  her  spirit  as  it  steals  away 

Beyond  our  ken ! 
When  by  her  side  in  helpless  love  we  pray, 

Oh  help  her  then  ! 


A  PRAYER 

Be  near  her — let  her  feel  her  trembling  hand 

Held  firm  by  Thee— 
When  first  the  wonders  of  the  Spirit  Land 

Her  eyes  shall  see  ! 


Be  near  her  while  o'er  all  her  life  to  come 

The  cycles  roll ; 
And  with  the  loved  and  loving  in  God's  Home 

Rest  Thou  her  soul ! 


Be  near  me  too !     When  for  her  voice,  her  touch, 

I  yearn  alone — 
Be  near  me,  Christ,  for  I  shall  need  Thee  much 

When  she  is  gone  ! 


TO   MY   MOTHER 

ON    DISCOVERING    AN    OLD    LETTER 

AND  thou  art  gone,  Dear  Mother — 

Gone  to  the  Land  of  Rest ! 
Cold  is  the  hand  that  wrote  these  lines, 

And  the  heart  that  loved  me  best. 
I  was  not  there  to  hear 

Thy  tender,  last  farewell, 
Nor  cheer  thee,  though  but  with  a  tear, 

Where  Death's  dark  billows  swell. 

And  where  thou'rt  laid,  Dear  Mother, 

I  never  yet  have  been ; 
But  I  am  told  my  sister  keeps 

The  grass  above  thee  green  : 
And  Fancy  paints  the  spot 

Before  my  sorrowing  eye, 
And  often  on  her  wings  Fm  brought 

To  weep  where  thou  dost  He. 

Then  I  can  see,  Dear  Mother, 
Thy  form  which  there  decays, 

While  pitying  Memory  bears  me  back 
To  childhood^s  happier  days, 
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And,  kneeling  by  thy  side, 
I  lisp  my  evening  prayer, 

And  feel  myself  a  mother's  pride — 
A  boy  without  a  care. 


Thy  voice  was  sweet,  Dear  Mother, 

Thy  smile  was  heaven  to  me, 
And  when  I  heard  them  speak  of  queens 

I  only  thought  of  thee  ; 
Thine  eyes  were  softest  brown, 

And  raven  black  thy  hair, 
And  never  did  a  jewel  I'd  crown 

Bedeck  a  brow  more  fair. 

Oh  for  one  hour,  Dear  Mother, 

To  sit  with  sister  Jane, 
And  feel  thy  hand  upon  my  head, 

And  hear  thy  voice  again  ! 
What  hope  it  would  impart, 

What  faith  and  courage  give  ! 
How  it  would  nerve  my  fainting  heart, 

How  strengthen  me  to  live  ! 

But,  dost  thou  hear,  Dear  Mother, 
These  plaintive  words  of  mine  ? 

Dost  thou  on  silent  wing  come  near 
The  loved  who  still  are  thine  ? 
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I  fain  would  so  believe ; 

But  could  not  wish  that  thou 
The  realms  of  blessedness  would st  leave 
O'er  human  ills  again  to  grieve — 

Thou  art  " far  better"  now. 


LIFE'S   MIGHT-HAVE-BEEN 

DEEP  in  ten  thousand  hearts  a  wound  is  throbbing — 
Causing  the  secret  sigh,  the  tear  unseen — 

Which  Joy  and  Grief  alike  are  ever  probing 
With  agonising  touch — Lifers  might-have-been. 

There  is  a  moment  when  the  heart  in  breaking 
With  one  great  pang,  sinks  into  perfect  rest, 

And  the  freed  spirit,  scenes  of  death  forsaking, 
Is  welcomed  by  the  armies  of  the  blest. 

We   gaze  through   tears  while  dawns   the  truth  that 
only 

The  clay  remains — the  soul  we  loved  has  fled ; 
Then  life  grows  cheerless,  and  the  heart  feels  lonely. 

And  pines  with  greedy  yearnings  for  the  dead. 

Years  come  and  go,  and  still  fond  Memory  often 
Recalls  the  sadly  cherished  parting>cene, 

While  Hope  applies  elysian  balm  to  soften 
Life's  intermitting,  cureless  might-have-been. 
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What  pain  untold  the  burning  thought  is  giving — 
Pain  which  the  stricken  heart  alone  can  feel ! 

"  It  might-have-been  had  only been  living  " 

Becomes  a  wound  which  Death  alone  can  heal. 

Grief  nurses  it,  for  while  it  pains  it  pleases, 
Love  probes  it  deeply  though  its  smart  is  keen, 

And  Jealousy  dreads  every  touch  that  eases 

Life's    Death-made,    Memory-guarded    might-have- 
been. 

There  are  some  might-have-beens  on  all  life's  pages — 
Here  Fortune's  tide  was  missed,  Hope  blighted  there  ; 

For  these  Forgetfulness  with  Time  engages, 
But  this  sad  Memory  keeps  for  brooding  Care. 

O  Life,  thou  art  a  strangely  checkered  story 

Of  might-have-beens  with  short-lived  joys  between  ! 

But,  Love  Divine,  unclouded  is  Thy  glory, 

And  in  Thy  Home  there  is  no  might-have-been ! 


ANOTHER   WEEK   IS   OVER 

ANOTHER  week  is  over ! 

The  moments,  one  by  one, 
Have  multiplied  to  hours  and  days, 
And  now  the  seventh  sun's  setting  rays 

Declare  the  week  is  done. 

Its  pleasures  and  its  trials 

Have  all  been  left  behind  : 
These  seemed  so  hard  and  those  so  sweet, 
That  hours  in  turn  were  long  and  fleet 

As  we  rejoiced  or  pined. 

Thus  weeks  succeed  each  other, 

And,  softly  though  they  glide, 
Each  marks  an  epoch  in  our  life, 
A  loss  or  triumph  in  the  strife, 
Which  it  is  vain  to  hide. 

Time,  like  the  river  seaward, 

Doth  ever  onward  roll, 
And,  swift,  on  its  impetuous  flow — 
For  age  too  fast,  for  youth  too  slow — 

We're  hurried  to  our  goal. 
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As  thus  I  look  behind  me 

On  Life's  mysterious  past, 
I  often  wish  I  could  recall 
Each  misspent  week,  and  live  them  all 

As  I  would  live  the  last. 


INJURED   LOVE 

ALAS  !  how  Disappointment  drops 
Her  curtain  on  our  fondest  hopes. 
Oft,  when  the  vanquished  heroes  strew 
The  well-fought  field  of  bloody  hue, 
And  no  opposing  powers  appear, 
Some  unsuspected  hand  is  near, 
By  which  the  toil-worn  warrior  dies 
When  reaching  for  the  well-won  prize. 
Thus  too,  true  love  may  be  undone — 

The  heart  for  which  it  long  hath  striv'n, 
And  fondly  fancies  hath  been  won, 

May  yet  be  to  another  giv'n, 
And,  disappointed  and  bereft, 
The  lover  all  unpitied  left. 

Of  all  the  ills  which  mortals  bear 
None  can  with  injured  love  compare ! 
A  heart  bestowed  a  heart  to  gain, 
To  prove  its  fondest  efforts  vain, 
Is  worse  than  years  of  toil  and  pain. 
They  who  have  felt  Love's  impulse  wild, 
As  they  have  yearned  and  fought  and  toiled, 
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And  when  the  object  has  been  won 
Have  cried,  triumphant,  "  "Pis  my  own  !  " 
May  by  their  bliss,  their  rapture  know 
What  injured  love  must  undergo. 

And  yet  the  magic  hand  of  Time 
Eases  the  heart  with  touch  sublime, 
And  soothes  the  wound,  until  at  last 
The  bitterness  is  almost  past. 
Inured  then  to  a  dull,  dumb  pain, 
The  heart  may  even  love  again, 
Though  always  with  misgiving  sore, 
And  never  as  it  loved  before  ! 

Seest  thou  yon  maid  of  fifty  years, 
Who  labours  but  to  stanch  her  tears, 
Whose  prayerful  and  devoted  life 
Is  spent  to  help  some  favoured  wife  ? 
Her  eyes  are  depths  of  love  and  truth, 
Where  linger  yet  the  fires  of  youth : 
In  cheek  and  lip,  and  brow  and  hair, 
Mellowed  by  time  and  marked  by  care, 
Years  have  but  lent  a  softer  grace 
To  beauty  they  could  not  efface ; 
Her  voice  is  gentle,  sweet  and  clear, 
To  wake  the  soul,  and  thrill  the  ear ; 
Her  hands,  although  she  labours  much, 
Are  soft  to  pain  as  angels'*  touch. 
The  children  love  her,  for  she  knows 
To  help  their  joys  and  soothe  their  woes ; 


INJURED   LOVE 

Young  men  and  maidens  love  her  too, 

And  own  no  friend  so  good  and  true. 

In  all,  for  all,  she  takes  a  part; 

But  none  may  know  her  yearning  heart, 

Which  faith,  unshaken  still,  sustains — 

Where  love,  though  injured,  ever  reigns. 

Wouldst  know  her  story  ?     Hear  her  prayer — 

"  Forgive  him,  for  he  did  but  err  ! 

Bless  him,  wherever  he  may  be, 

And  let  his  life  be  planned  by  Thee  ! " 


THE   CASTAWAY 

HE  came  to  the  hall  of  feasting  and  song, 
Where  all  were  happy  within  ; 

Outside  in  the  darkness  he  lingered  long, 
Like  a  guilty  thing  of  sin. 


He  heard  the  music,  the  song  and  the  mirth, 
As  he  stood  in  the  chilly  night ; 

It  was  all  of  the  King  of  the  humble  birth, 
And  the  Home  of  His  love  and  His  light. 


And  some  were  there  whom  he  knew  full  well — 

All  sinless  and  peaceful  and  glad, 
Who  sweetly  conspired  the  grand  anthem  to  swell, 

While  he  was  forsaken  and  sad. 


Forsaken  and  sad,  outside  and  forlorn, 
While  they  were  so  happy  within  ; 

And  yet  it  was  he  who  the  message  had  borne 
Which  had  led  them  from  sorrow  and  sin ! 
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He  had  met  them  forsaken,  in  days  gone  by, 

On  the  dark  and  the  downward  road, 
And  warned  them  of  danger,  and  urged  them  to  fly 

To  the  Refuge  and  bosom  of  God. 

Yea,  he  took  their  hand,  and  led  them  along 
To  the  light  and  the  peace  and  the  day — 

Now,  they  were  within  'mid  the  gladness  and  song, 
And  he  was  a  castaway ! 

A  castaway  in  the  darkness  and  night, 

Doomed  lonely  and  far  to  roam, 
While  they  were  within,  in  the  gladness  and  light, 

With  foretastes  of  Heaven  and  Home ! 

As  he  shrank  away,  in  the  shadows  dim, 
From  the  joys  which  he  might  not  share, 

He  wondered  if  any,  remembering  him, 
Breathed  ever  a  silent  prayer ; 

And  he  wished  in  his  soul  that  they  never  might  know 

The  bitterness,  sorrow  and  pain, 

Of  the  heart  that  had   loved  them  and  yearned  for 
them  so, 

But  had  now  the  curse  of  Cain. 


THE   TIME   FOR   VERSE 

I  CANNOT  write  a  verse  to-day, 

Though  I  have  so  much  time ; 
My  truant  thoughts  are  far  away, 

And  sluggish  is  my  rhyme. 

Before  me  lies  the  poem  planned, 
What  a  strange  scrawl  it  seems ! 

None  but  myself  could  understand 
This  outline  of  my  dreams. 

How  often  to  the  page  Fve  brought, 

With  eager  hand,  my  pen, 
But  ere  I  wrote,  the  slipp'ry  thought 

Had  'scaped  my  mind  again  ! 

And  if  some  lines  I  do  advance, 

They  more  uncomely  grow, 
And  will  not  bear  a  second  glance — 

The  pen  must  through  them  go. 

Some  verses  are  in  form,  some  not, 

Some  need  the  touch  sublime, 
And  some  there  are  whose  happiest  thought 

Is  crippled  by  the  rhyme. 
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The  last  is  first,  the  first  is  last, 
The  tone  throughout  is  weak  ; 

And  if  the  finishing  were  past, 
The  title's  still  to  seek. 

Then  wait  for  night,  my  baffled  Muse, 
This  is  but  wasting  paper ; 

Stern  daylight  favours  not  thy  views 
As  doth  the  midnight  taper. 

I  cannot  write  a  verse  to-day, 
Though  I  have  so  much  time ; 

My  truant  thoughts  are  far  away, 
And  sluggish  is  my  rhyme. 


MENTION   NOT   A   LOVED 
ONE'S   NAME 

MENTION  not  a  loved  one's  name 
When  'tis  tinged  with  guilt  or  shame ! 

Love  will  suffer,  toil  and  dare, 
Welcome  pain  and  foster  care, 
As  she  seeks  to  stay  the  feet 
Which  from  virtue's  path  retreat. 

From  dishonour  and  disgrace 
Love,  perforce,  may  turn  her  face, 
Still  the  deathless  grief  she  keeps. 
And  in  silence  o'er  it  weeps, 
Longs  the  wand'ring  feet  to  win 
From  the  paths  of  shame  and  sin. 

Life  may  "  weary  heart  and  limb," 
Time  may  other  memories  dim, 
Care  his  wrinkle- wreath  may  weave, 
Death  by  many  a  stroke  bereave : 
Life,  nor  Time,  nor  Care,  nor  Death 
Chill  Love's  ever-fervent  breath  ; 
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Mention  but  the  name,  and  lo ! 
Pangs  will  rend  and  tears  will  flow. 

Wouldst  thou  spare  the  stricken  heart 
Cruel  Sorrow's  keenest  dart  ? 
Mention  not  a  loved  one's  name 
When  'tis  tinged  with  guilt  or  shame ! 


SUSPENSE,   AN   ELEGY 

O  CRUEL  world  in  which  I  pine ! 

The  tear  stands  trembling  in  mine  eye, 
And  heaves  my  breast  with  many  a  sigh, 

So  hard,  so  cold  a  lot  is  mine. 


Why  should  all  sunshine  end  in  gloom, 
And  hopes  but  blossom  into  fears, 
Until  in  every  voice  that  cheers 

We  hear  the  echoes  of  the  tomb  ? 


Oh !  if  there  be  one  thing  on  earth 
Which  I  above  all  else  might  prize, 
For  it  this  grave  now  mocks  my  eyes— 

I  doted  on  him  from  his  birth. 


Was  it  for  this  on  Table  Bay 
I  hid  my  tears,  and  on  his  cheek 
Kissed  promises  I  could  not  speak 

Ere  moved  the  mighty  ship  away  ? 
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Was  it  for  this  while  rolled  the  sea 
Between  us,  that  he  counted  still 
The  months  yet  to  elapse  until 

The  meeting  that  was  not  to  be  ? 

And  did  we  toil  and  strive,  and  crave 
For  every  blessing  Heaven  could  give ; 
And,  anxious,  teach  him  how  to  live, 

Only  to  fit  him  for  the  grave  ? 

i 

He  died  while  I  was  on  the  sea, 

Long  wand'rings  o'er,  and  homeward  bound ; 

No  prouder  heart  could  have  been  found 
Had  he  but  lived  to  welcome  me. 

I  only  knew  some  sorrow  dense 

Had  gathered  o'er  my  far-off  home ; 
The  brief,  foreboding  message,  "  Come" 

Left  me  to  Doubt  and  dark  Suspense. 

Swift  sped  the  ship !     And  oft  alone 
I  stood  by  night  and  hailed  afar 
The  rising  of  some  northern  star 

Which  on  my  grief-smit  cottage  shone. 

"  0  thou  sweet  Star,"  I  then  would  say, 
"  Tell  me  what  ill  besets  my  home  ? 
And  till  IVe  crossed  this  dreary  foam 

Shed  there  thy  kindest,  tend'rest  ray."" 
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And  often,  as  the  evening  fell, 
I  leaned  upon  the  vessel's  prow 
With  heavy  heart  and  care-pressed  brow, 

Asking  the  waves  if  they  could  tell. 

"  Ye  gentle  stars,  shine  softly  there ! 

Waves,  when  ye  touch  yon  sacred  shore 

And  murmur  near  my  cottage  door, 
Some  message  of  my  coming  bear  /" 

Thus  oft,  in  long  and  lone  suspense, 
I  talked  to  heedless  stars  and  waves ; 
So  much  for  ease  the  spirit  craves 

With  dread  Uncertainty  intense  ! 

And  often  too  I  thought  of  Him 

Who  made  the  stars  and  bade  them  shine — 
Who  rules  the  waves  by  word  divine  ; 

But  faith  was  weak  and  hope  was  dim. 

And  as  one  night  I  watched  the  Plough 

Making  his  circle  round  the  Pole, 

God's  angels  bore  away  his  soul 
And  death  sat  chill  upon  his  brow. 

Nor  one  of  all  those  stars  which  shone 

On  that  sad  homestead  and  on  me 

Made  any  sign  that  I  might  see — 
Nor  spirit  whispered,  "  He  is  gone  ! " 
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And  as  I  watched  while  wave  on  wave 
Came  o'er  the  vast  horizon's  rim, 
The  village  bells  were  toll'd  for  him 

While  he  was  carried  to  the  grave. 

Still  all  were  silent !     To  mine  ear 
No  passing  wave  the  message  bore — 
No  angel  breathed,  "  It  all  is  o'er  !  " 

Suspense  reigned  on,  dark  and  severe. 

Alas  for  man  !     His  eager  mind 

May  flash  at  will  from  pole  to  pole, 
Join  worlds  to  worlds  and  spurn  control- 

Where'er  it  comes  'tis  deaf  and  blind  ; 

But  anxious  more,  it  will  not  rest ; 
Outriding  time,  o'er-leaping  space, 
Care-goaded  in  the  futile  chase 

It  spurns  the  shelter  of  the  breast : 

And  yet,  so  cruel  is  man's  lot, 

What  made  and  keeps  it  anxious  still— 
The  yearned-for  good — the  dreaded  ill- 
Is  over,  and  it  knows  it  not ! 

'Twas  crossed  at  last — the  dreary  sea — 
And  on  the  threshold  of  the  door, 
While  others  kissed  me  o'er  and  o'er, 

I,  trembling,  asked,  "  And  where  is  he  ?  " 
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I  read  it  in  the  filling  eye — 

Twas  graven  on  the  pallid  cheek, 
And  on  the  lips  that  could  not  speak 

I  saw  the  dreaded  answer  lie  ! 

Twas  home !     And  I  was  welcome  there — 
The  dearest  spot  on  all  the  earth, 
With  truest  hearts  of  priceless  worth, 

But  he  was  wanting  everywhere. 

Three  times  I've  sat  beside  these  graves, 

And  yet  I  hardly  realise 

That  here,  a  mouldering  corpse,  he  lies 
For  whom  my  heart  so  wildly  craves. 

My  vanished  boy — how  dear  to  me ! 

Though  I  at  times  thy  ways  would  chide, 
A  father's  joy  and  hope  and  pride 

I  found  and  prized  and  lost  in  thee. 

How  oft  I've  marked  that  noble  brow, 
And  gazed  into  those  eyes  of  blue, 
And  kissed  those  cheeks  of  rosy  hue — 

Cold,  cold  in  death  they  moulder  now ! 

And  oft,  with  unaffected  glee, 

I've  joined  his  play  or  childish  plot, 
Till  years  and  manhood  I  forgot, 

And  was  as  much  a  boy  as  he. 
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But  how  I  watched,  with  hope  and  fear, 
The  quick  unfolding  of  his  mind, 
Which  left  the  boy  by  far  behind, 

And  caused  me  a  presaging  tear  ! 

Ah — he  beyond  his  years  was  wise ! 
At  books  already  long  he  toiled, 
And  touched  the  lyre  when  but  a  child — 

And  now,  with  common  dust  he  lies ! 

I  bow,  but  with  a  tearful  eye — 
"Tis  hard  and  bitter  thus  to  part ! 
O  God  !  forgive  the  stricken  heart 

That  in  its  anguish  asks  Thee,  Why  ? 

While  age  and  sorrow  seek  the  grave 
And  in  death's  caverns  long  to  sleep, 
Why  live  they  still  while  men  must  weep 

Above  the  young,  the  bright,  the  brave  ? 

He  sleeps  beside  his  sister,  whom 
He  never  joined  in  childish  mirth, 
We  laid  her  here  before  his  birth : 

They  mingle,  silent,  in  the  tomb. 

Farewell,  sweet  boy — sweet  girl,  farewell ! 
And  though  again  I  cross  the  waves, 
Fond  Memory  often  on  your  graves 

In  brooding  solitude  shall  dwell. 
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The  flowers  I've  planted  here  shall  bloom, 
The  snowdrops  shall  uplift  their  head, 
The  roses  all  their  fragrance  shed 

When  Spring  and  Summer  deck  the  tomb ; 

But  I — "  Forbear ;  sad  heart,  forbear  ! 

Nor  thus  in  fruitless  sorrow  weep ; 

Wouldst  thou  disturb  thy  children's  sleep  ? 
The  world  is  only  full  of  care ! 

«  Go  where  thy  duty  calls  thee !    Go- 
Across  the  mountains  or  the  sea, 
This  thought  should  be  enough  for  thee, 

*  Thy  sorrows  they  shall  never  know.' 

"  Time  changes  all  things.     And  the  care 
Which  wounds  thy  throbbing  temples  now 
Shall  like  a  garland  bind  thy  brow, 

Shouldst  thou  life's  evening  mantle  wear. 

"  Then  for  the  dead  thou  wilt  not  weep, 
But,  mourning  still  some  '  living  grief,' 
Thou'lt  hither  come  in  strange  relief 

To  gather  snowdrops  from  this  grave, 

"  And,  gathering,  muse  how,  long  ago, 
Death  culled  with  kindly  hand  away 
Two  lives  as  sweet  and  pure  as  they, 

Which  never  stain  of  sin  shall  know. 
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"  And  thou  perhaps  shalt  count  the  years, 
And  try  their  faces  to  recall, 
And  wonder  much.     But  most  of  all 

Thou'lt  wonder  at  thy  present  tears." 

Thus  Reason  whispered,  and  I  tried 
To  take  her  comfort,  though  she  gave 
No  consolation  but  the  grave : 

And  yearning  Hope  within  replied  : 

"  Perhaps,  when  Life's  short  day  is  past, 
And  Death's  stern  reign  for  ever  o'er, 
On  Heaven's  sweet  and  tearless  shore 

I'll  meet  them  as  I  saw  them  last. 

"  Oh  were  I  wise,  I'd  thank  the  tomb 

Which  hides  them  from  the  blight  of  time, 
To  yield  them  in  celestial  clime 

And  everlasting  youth  to  bloom  ! 

"  For  in  that  cloudless  land  above 
Earth's  mysteries  shall  all  be  plain : 
God  gave,  and  took  to  give  again 

Where  care  shall  never  follow  love." 


BILLETS-DOUX 

ONE  lovely  summer  night,  as  I 
Sat  gazing  on  the  glowing  sky, 
About  the  time  when  lovers  meet 
And  hearts  with  expectation  beat, 
A  youth,  whom  here  I  will  not  name, 
With  thoughtful  gait  toward  me  came. 
He  greeted  me,  I  greeted  him, 

For  we  each  other  long  had  known ; 
But  soon  I  saw  his  eye  was  dim 

Which  usually  so  brightly  shone, 
And  anxiously  I  questioned,  "  Why 
The  gathering  teardrop  and  the  sigh  ?  " 

The  question,  meant  for  his  relief, 
Seemed  only  to  enlarge  his  grief. 
At  length,  with  tardy  hand,  he  took 
A  letter  from  his  pocket-book — 
"  Read  this,"  he  said,  "  and  you  shall  see 
The  reason  of  my  misery." 
I  took  it,  glanced  it  quickly  o^er — 

'Twas  in  a  lady's  hand,  but  bold, 
Twas  short,  but  volumes  say  not  more, 

Twas  haughty,  callous,  terse  and  cold ; 
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Twas  on  a  purely  business  plan, 
And  thus,  as  I  remember,  ran : — 
At  such  a  date,  to  So  and  So — 
"  Sir,  this  I  write  to  let  you  know 
That,  pros  and  cons  all  fully  weighed, 
Th'  engagement's  ended  which  we  made. 
Your  ring  and  letters  I  return, 
The  former  keep,  the  latter  burn, 
But  over  me  you  need  not  mourn." 

'Twas  the  old  story  well  I  knew ; 
But  with  consideration  due, 
And  feelings  nigh  akin  to  pain, 
I  listened  to  it  once  again. 
Soon,  by  my  sympathy  induced, 
A  bunch  of  letters  he  produced, 
Held  by  a  slim  elastic  band — 
All  written  in  the  same  neat  hand. 
He  gave  them  me  and  said,  "  All  these 
You  may  go  over  if  you  please ; 
They'll  show  you  how  I  was  deceived, 
For  each  with  gladness  I  received, 
And  all  that  they  contain  believed." 
They  were  arranged  with  neatest  care, 

Each  in  accordance  with  its  date, 
And  told  a  tale  I  did  not  care 

To  know  in  full,  nor  would  relate. 
A  few,  distinguished  from  the  rest, 
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Him  simply  as  "  Dear  Sir  "  addressed, 
Yet  love's  first  symptoms  they  possessed. 
But  as  they  followed  one  by  one, 
Sweeter  and  bolder  grew  the  tone ; 
And  each  a  happier  aspect  wore 
And  signs  of  more  attachment  bore 
Than  did  the  one  that  went  before. 
"  Dear  Sir,"  no  longer  might  appear, 
But  amorous  titles,  sweet  and  dear, 
Which  lovers'*  pens  produce  at  ease, 
To  woo  and  win  and  charm  and  please, 
Commenced  the  pages,  thrilling  now 
With  loving  phrase  and  sacred  vow, 
Till,  but  to  humour  him,  'twere  more 
Than  sacrilege  to  glance  them  o'er ! 
But  soon,  alas  !  e'en  as  the  sun, 
When  he  his  burning  course  has  run, 
Forgetting  all  his  noon-day  glows 
Retires  as  coldly  as  he  rose, 
The  letters,  as  they  neared  the  last, 
Fell  both  in  tone  and  feeling  fast, 
Till  love's  last  symptom  died  away 
As  fades  the  sun's  declining  ray. 
Th'  endearing  titles  named  before 
Toward  the  end  appeared  no  more, 
And  in  the  last  a  naked  "  Sir" 
Told  his  relationship  to  her. 
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Years  after.     Ah  me  !     How  they  fly, 

Changing  and  filling  up  the  life — 
A  stranger,  in  whose  kindling  eye 
Were  memories  of  days  gone  by — 
A  charming  lady  at  his  side, 
On  whom  he  glanced  with  manly  pride, 
Came  to  my  tent.     "  Ah  yes,  I  see," 
He  said,  "  you  have  forgotten  me  ! 
A  summer  evenmg  long  ago  ? 
A  bunch  of  letters  ?     Now  YOU  KNOW  ! 

And  here's  the  writer !     Sir,  my  wife." 


WANTING  LOVE 

IF  I  could  walk  the  Milky  Way 
Among  the  stars  of  heaven's  plain, 

Or  ride  upon  the  Orb  of  day, 

And  mark  the  wonders  of  his  reign  ; 


Or,  on  some  wandering  comet  fly 

Through  realms  of  boundless,  pathless  space, 
And  view  the  planets  rushing  by 

At  quick,  incomprehensive  pace, 


Till  I  with  Jupiter  and  Mars, 

And  worlds  and  planets  yet  unknown, 
And  all  the  fixed  and  wandering  stars 

Had,  as  with  friends,  familiar  grown  ; 


And  could  I  reach  the  lowest  hell, 
And  to  the  highest  heaven  rise, 

And  know  Death's  sad,  eternal  knell, 
And  Heaven's  song  that  never  dies ; 
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And  if  I  every  science  knew, 
And  perfect  were  in  every  art, 

So  that,  with  wisdom  ever  new, 

I  could  my  thoughts  to  men  impart ; 

I  might  be  sought  by  eager  throngs, 
And  borne  upon  the  wings  of  fame, 

My  praise  be  sung  in  poets1  songs, 
And  nations  memorise  my  name ; 

Yet,  wanting  Love,  my  life  were  vain, 
And  barren  as  the  blasted  tree ; 

An  empty  name  my  only  gain, 
My  loss,  vast  as  eternity. 


THE   SCENES   OF   YOUTH 

FOND  memory  ever,  with  unerring  truth, 
Cherishes  and  recalls  the  scenes  of  youth, 
And  every  day  we  rove,  or  league  we  roam, 
Strengthens  her  focus  on  our  childhood's  home. 
I've  wandered  long  and  far,  but  every  year 
Has  made  that  sacred  spot  of  earth  more  dear, 
And  every  distance  which  is  placed  between 
That  spot  and  me  but  vivifies  the  scene. 
When  at  the  last  mine  eyes  must  close  in  death, 
And  thou  wouldst  speed  with  cheer  my  fleeting  breath, 
Remember  where  I  spent  my  boyhood's  days, 
And  speak  of  London's  bonnie  woods  and  braes 
And  Irvine's  banks ;  bring  in  my  sister's  name, 
For  wanting  her  it  would  not  be  the  same ; 
Mention  my  mother,  and  my  father  too, 

And  call  me as  they  used  to  do. 

And  when  you  point  me  to  the  Home  above, 
Eternal  pleasure  and  unchanging  love, 
Think  that  I  easiest  will  understand 
The  images  drawn  from  my  native  land. 


TABERAH 
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RELICS  of  many  a  misspent  day 

Your  story  none  shall  tell, 
Yet  once,  it  is  but  right  to  say, 

I  loved  you  well. 

Creations  of  my  fancy — ye 

Beguiled  some  idle  hours ; 
Now,  ye  are  charmless,  e'en  to  me — 

Poor  withered  flowers ! 

What  boots  it  that  ye  faultless  were 

In  rhythm  and  in  rhyme  ? 
Better  to  end  in  smoke  than  bear 

The  blight  of  time. 

'Tis  useless  now  to  wish  to  live 

Life's  wasted  years  again, 
But  if  I  could,  methinks  they^d  give 

Less  after  pain. 

My  folly,  but  not  e'en  your  names 

This  epitaph  shall  tell : 
Thanks,  thanks,  ye  kind  consuming  flames ; 

Poor  rhymes,  farewell ! 
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AMONG  the  hills  of  Scotland  where 

Good  roads  are,  like  Good  Templars,  rare, 

Two  farmers  lived  some  time  ago 

Whose  names  'twould  do  no  good  to  know ; 

But  lest  there  should  be  some  mistake 

Such  as  a  reader  oft  will  make, 

And  as  they're  both  good  rhyming  tones, 

We'll  call  one  Brown,  the  other  Jones. 

Brown's  farm  marched  with  the  king's  highway, 
And  Jones's  right  behind  it  lay. 
To  this  the  ancient  road  was  bad, 
And  thus  for  generations  had 
Been  seldom  used  :  but  in  its  stead, 
By  some  arrangement,  one  was  led 
Through  Brown's  unto  his  neighbour's  farm — 
'Twas  better  and  did  little  harm. 
This  road  by  sufTrance  long  was  used, 
But  time  the  priv'lege  had  abused 
Till  Jones  now  claimed  it  as  his  own, 
Averring  custom  law  had  grown. 

At  length  they  quarrell'd,  and  just  for  spite 
Brown  stopped  his  neighbour's  cart  one  night. 
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Much  followed  which  was  far  from  good, 
Till  Jones,  in  a  revengeful  mood, 
With  wearied  horse  and  heavy  load, 
Returned  and  took  the  old  back  road, 
Determined,  if  it  once  were  day, 
To  test  at  law  his  right  of  way. 

From  bad  to  worse  the  matter  went ; 
And,  after  many  a  pound  was  spent, 
Jones  lost  his  case,  and  had  to  start 
To  track  the  old  road  with  his  cart. 
This  cost  him  many  a  hard-earned  shilling 
And  lost  him  many  a  good  day's  tilling, 
And  never  could  he  look  on  Brown 
Or  think  of  him  without  a  frown  : 
Yea,  oft  he  swore  perpetual  strife 
Should  be  between  them  all  through  life. 

Time  passed,  and  Jones,  now  old  and  grey, 
Surrounded  by  his  family,  lay 
A-dying.     As  beside  his  bed 
The  minister  the  Scriptures  read, 
He  asked  him  if  he'd  any  fear, 
And  if  his  conscience  was  quite  clear 
Of  all  offence  to  God  and  man. 
Firmly  he  answered,  "  Yes  !  I  can 
Leave  all  behind  without  a  sigh, 
And  in  the  hope  of  heaven  die, 
But,  but —  "  and  with  the  same  dark  frown 
He  said,  "  I  can't  forgive  old  Brown." 
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The  minister  was  much  put  out 
And  wondered  what  this  was  about, 
Until  the  farmer's  eldest  son 
Told  the  good  man  what  Brown  had  done. 
Then  with  the  dying  farmer  he 

Expostulated  much  and  long, 
Doing  his  best  to  let  him  see 

That  not  to  pardon  Brown  was  wrong : 
But  all  his  gentle  words  were  vain — 
Jones  answered,  "  No,'1  yet  and  again. 

The  man  of  God  now  clearly  saw 
Grace  would  not  do  and  tried  the  law. 
"Now,  Jones,"  he  said,  "you  soon  must  die, 
And  face  the  Judge  of  earth  and  sky, 
And  if  you  leave  Brown  unforgiven 
You'll  never  share  the  joys  of  heaven." 

Jones  now  had  grown  so  very  weak 
He  scarce  had  breath  enough  to  speak ; 
But  feeling  something  must  be  done 
Tween  him  and  Heav'n — Brown  and  his  son — 
His  glassy  eyes  by  death  half-shut 
He  said,  "  Well,  I'll  forgive  him,  but—" 
And  turning  to  his  eldest,  John, 

With  all  the  strength  that  he  could  gather, 
He  in  a  weak  but  bitter  tone 

Said,  "  Mind  what  Brown  did  to  your  father." 
Then  satisfied,  he  bowed  his  head, 
And  Jones  with  all  his  hate  was  dead  : 
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Brown  he  forgave,  to  John  bequeathed 
His  vengeance,  and  his  last  he  breathed, 

Learn  from  this  tale  to  be  forgiving 
To  all  your  foes  while  you  are  living ; 
If  not,  there's  little  use  of  trying 
To  be  forgiving  when  you're  dying. 


MY   HARP   IS    HUNG    IN 
SILENCE    NOW 

MY  harp  is  hung  in  silence  now 
Upon  the  drooping  willow's  bough ; 
A  stranger  in  a  stranger's  land, 
In  songless  solitude  I  stand. 

But  oft  mine  eyes  in  greedy  gaze 
Defy  the  towering  mountain's  haze, 
And  spite  the  desert  and  the  foam, 
I  dream  of  thee,  and  love,  and  home— 

Of  sweet  embraces  fond  and  long, 
And  happy  hearts,  and  voice  of  song, 
And  friendships,  formed  in  days  of  yore, 
Grown  firmer  than  they  were  before. 

And  with  the  loving  and  the  loved, 
Whose  faithfulness  long  years  have  proved, 
Mid  rugged  splendour,  wild  and  grand, 
I  rove  my  own  dear  native  land. 
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The  woodland  stream  where  first  we  met, 
The  quarry-gate  where  trysts  were  set, 
And  many  a  spot  and  path  I  see 
All  dear  with  memories  of  thee. 

Tis  but  a  dream  that  will  not  stay, 
A  phantom  which  must  glide  away, 
A  meteor's  flash,  which  leaves  the  night 
The  darker  for  its  moment's  light. 

For  while  my  heart  beats  wild  and  high, 
And  gladness  glistens  in  mine  eye, 
Strange  sounds  break  strangely  on  my  ear, 
And  I  am  left  a  wanderer  here. 

The  babbling  of  a  foreign  stream 
Mocks  all  the  music  of  my  dream, 
And  o'er  a  barren  waste  I  brood 
In  silent,  songless  solitude. 


IN  THE  SHADE  OF  THE 
SPREADING  YEW 

LAST  night  as  I  wandered  forth  alone, 

Whither  I  scarcely  knew, 
I  came  to  an  ancient  moss-grown  stone, 

In  the  shade  of  a  spreading  yew. 

There  I  sat  me  down  while  memory  played 
With  the  phantoms  of  the  past, 

While  my  soul  a  spectral  pathway  made 
Where  the  flitting  shades  were  cast. 

And  my  heart  with  deep  emotion  beat, 
As  the  pale  moon  met  my  gaze, 

Stealing  with  soft  and  silv'ry  feet 
Up  through  the  cloudy  maze. 

It  reminded  me  of  nights  long  gone, 

When  a  soft  hand  lay  in  mine, 
As  I  sat  on  that  same  old  moss-grown  stone, 

While  the  same  cold  moon  did  shine. 
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Twas  there  that  our  love  was  first  expressed, 
And  our  vows  were  plighted  there ; 

Twas  there  we  parted,  there  I  was  blessed 
With  a  love-pledge  sweet  and  rare. 

Then  came  a  ship,  and  a  foreign  land. 

Long  years  of  a  home-sick  heart, 
Sweet  dreams  of  grasping  that  dear  one^s  hand 

And  never  again  to  part. 

Then  Home,  and  from  all  a  welcome,  save 
From  her  who  had  loved  so  well — 

An  old  churchyard,  and  a  grass-grown  grave, 
And  a  pang  no  tongue  can  tell ! 

Thus  while  the  fitful  moon  rolled  on 
Was  the  past  brought  to  my  view ; 

And  I  wept  like  a  child  on  that  moss-grown  stone 
In  the  shade  of  the  spreading  yew. 


ASLEEP 

SHE  waited  long  her  absent  Lord's  returning, 
Owning  His  name,  striving  His  word  to  keep, 

Till  worn  and  weary,  with  her  lamp  still  burning, 
She,  pillowed  on  His  promise,  fell  asleep. 

And  nothing  but  His  longed-for  voice  can  wake  her — 
The  eye  may  weep,  the  heart  may  break  in  vain ; 

She  waiteth  but  for  Him  who  comes  to  take  her, 
That  word  fulfilling — "  I  will  come  again." 

As  that  deep  sleep  upon  her  eyes  was  falling, 

Making  all  but  "that  blessed  Hope'1  grow  dim, 
Her  patient  spirit  heard  the  Saviour  calling, 
And  answering  fled,  to  wait  at  Home  with  Him. 

At  Home!     Life's  journey  past,  and  past  all  danger, 

She  waits  the  sweet  reunion  "  in  the  air  " ; 
With  Him  for  whom  she  here  became  a  stranger, 
Whose  everlasting  glory  she  shall  share. 

E'en  when  cold  Jordan's  spray  our  hearts  was  chilling, 
And  we  could  hear  the  beating  surf  of  Death, 

His  "  I  will  come  again,"  her  soul  still  thrilling, 
Was  faintly  echoed  by  the  parting  breath. 
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Oh  well  she  loved,  and  longed  for  His  appearing ! 

And  loved,  for  Him,  to  bear  reproach  and  shame, 
Daily  she  saw  the  hour  of  glory  nearing, 

When  every  tongue  shall  gladly  own  His  name. 

Her  heart  was  large,  and,  as  the  Master  taught  her, 
Went  out  in  sympathy  and  love  to  all ! 

Her  gift  was  small,  but  many  a  "  cup  of  water  " 
The  weak  and  weary  to  her  praise  recall. 

Her  virtues — be  they  uttered  by  another — 
It  needeth  not  a  simple  lay  like  mine 

T"  immortalise  the  memory  of  a  MOTHER  : 
Enough  to  breathe  the  name  almost  divine. 


EPITAPH 

ASSOCIATE  no  thoughts  of  gloom 

With  this  low  mound  of  hallowed  earth ; 
When  dawns  the  day,  this  sacred  tomb 

Shall  give  a  saint  immortal  birth. 


I'LL  MEET  YOU  IN   THE  MORNING 

LINES    WRITTEN    ON    THE    LAST    WORDS    OF 
DAVID    STEEL 

I'LL  meet  you  in  the  morning 

Of  that  bright  eternal  day — 
In  the  morning  of  His  coming 

Who  has  been  so  long  away  ; 
When  the  eye  at  last  shall  see  Him 

Whom  the  heart  hath  loved  so  long — 
When  amidst  the  great  assembly 

He  shall  sing  the  promised  song — 
When  the  myriads  of  the  ransomed 

Shall  join  the  grand  refrain, 
As  they  cast  their  crowns  before  Him 

Who  was  once  despised  and  slain — 
When  the  faithful  and  the  loving 

Shall  the  loved  and  faithful  greet 
In  the  Home  of  God  the  Father — 

In  the  morning — we  shall  meet. 

The  night  is  cold  and  dreary 
And  its  shadows  dark  and  deep, 

My  heart  and  flesh  are  weary, 
And  I  long  to  fall  asleep. 
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Then,  say  "  Good  night,"  and  leave  me 

With  Him  who  loves  me  best, 
And  do  not  weep  to  grieve  me 

As  He  hushes  me  to  rest. 
In  the  morning  of  His  glory, 

When  the  first  bright  beams  are  shed, 
He  shall  call  and  I  shall  answer 

From  my  angel-guarded  bed. 
With  His  promise  for  my  pillow 

My  slumber  shall  be  sweet ; 
He  shall  call  me  in  the  morning — 

In  the  morning  we  shall  meet. 

Then  he  closed  his  eyes  for  ever 

On  this  world  of  sin  and  woe, 
He  feared  no  chilly  river 

With  its  dark  and  dismal  flow. 
He  knew  the  Lord  who  loved  him 

Would  His  word  of  promise  keep 
To  awake  him  in  the  morning — 

And  he  sweetly  fell  asleep. 


THE   FLOW'RET  AND   THE 
GERM 

COME,  listen  to  my  mystic  song, 
Ye  who  would  sorrow  know, 

And  tell  a  mother — Is  it  wrong 
That  tears  awhile  should  flow  ? 

A  flowVet  of  the  Better  Land 
Was  in  our  garden  plac'd, 

And  richly,  by  an  unseen  hand, 
With  wondrous  beauties  grac'd. 

We  tended,  cared  for,  watched  it  well- 
'Twas  night  and  day  our  ploy  ; 

We  wept  when  evil  it  befell, 
We  saw  its  good  with  joy. 

Each  day  its  roots  took  deeper  hold, 

Rewarding  all  our  care, 
And  gently  did  its  leaves  unfold 

Emitting  fragrance  rare. 
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And  all  its  sweet  evolving  parts 
Had  such  attractive  power, 

That  loving  it,  our  yearning  hearts 
Grew  bigger  every  hour. 

Each  fond  affection  round  it  twin'd, 

'Twas  mirrored  in  our  eye, 
'Twas  woven  in  our  heart  and  mind 

By  many  a  deathless  tie. 

But  all  our  labour  was  in  vain, 
Dark  clouds  our  sky  overspread  ; 

The  opening  blossom  closed  again, 
And  soon,  alas !  'twas  dead. 

Yet  even  in  the  grasp  of  Death 

It  so  immortal  seem'd, 
That  midst  our  tears  we  held  our  breath, 

And  wondered  if  we  dreamed ; 

While  angel -spirits  hovered  near, 

And  whispered  in  the  air : 
"  'Tis  but  the  leaves  that  wither  here  : 

The  germ  shall  be  our  care." 

Transplanted  now  beyond  the  skies, 

And  hid  from  mortal  sight, 
'Twill  bloom,  a  flower  which  angels  prize, 

And  Death  can  never  blight. 
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Here  for  the  leaves  awhile  we  care, 
And  keep  them  fresh  with  tears : 

The  germ  will  spring  to  beauty  there, 
Through  everlasting  years. 

Tis  well  we  know — for  not  in  vain 
Are  hearts  with  anguish  riven  ; 

Cherished  the  grief,  and  sweet  the  pain 
Which  wed  the  soul  to  heaven. 


MY   WORK 

SAVE  only  One,  and  that  alone  divine, 
Of  all  the  gifts  which,  being  man,  are  mine 
The  first,  the  best,  the  highest  place  is  thine, 
My  work. 

The  call  of  labour  and  the  voice  of  song 
In  strength  and  sweetness  lead  the  life  along ; 
Such  is  thy  gospel  pure,  serene  and  strong, 
My  work. 

An  aimless  youth,  you  found  and  taught  me  then 
To  labour  honestly  with  spade  or  pen, 
And  led  me  forth  to  be  a  man  with  men, 
My  work. 

Since  then  thouVt  yielded  me  my  daily  bread, 
And  often  calmed  my  heart  and  cooled  my  head, 
Yea,  made  a  plank  betimes  an  easy  bed, 
My  work. 

Passion  is  quickly  sated,  pleasures  cloy, 
And  love  is  often  but  a  sorry  ploy — 
Life  still  is  bearable  when  I  enjoy 
My  work. 
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When  light  and  gladness  favouring  Fortunes  send. 
Or  when  to  stern  Adversity  I  bend, 
I  find  my  truest,  most  substantial  friend 
My  work. 

If  every  earthly  good  before  me  lay, 
And  I  must  choose  which  one  alone  would  stay, 
'Twere  many  a  wrench,  but  I  would  firmly  say, 
My  work. 

If  trying,  so  is  love  itself  betimes  ; 
If  difficult,  so  often  are  my  rhymes ; 
If  hard,  no  base  dishonesty  begrimes 
My  work. 

When  pleasant,  to  the  winds  all  else  I  fling 
And  o'er  my  task  for  very  gladness  sing, 
Nor  would  I  put  aside,  to  be  a  king, 
My  work. 

When  at  the  last  my  earthly  sands  have  run, 
Whatever  may  be  doubtful,  lost  or  won, 
I'll  be  contented  well  if  I  have  done 
My  work. 

Then  let  me  labour  on  with  might  and  main, 
With  strong  and  steady  muscle,  heart  and  brain, 
For  love  of  thee,  and  not  for  praise  or  gain, 

My  work. 

F 
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By  labour,  those  who  mould  the  world  are  made, 
Be  theirs  the  sceptre,  sabre,  pen,  or  spade, 
Their  genius  this — to  heart  and  hand  was  laid 
Their  work. 

I  hold  that  usefulness  is  more  than  fame, 
That  duty  has  the  first  and  final  claim, 
That  only  knaves  and  cowards  couple  shame 
With  work. 


GOODBYE 

Goodbye !     'Tis  better  far  to  part 

When  confidence  and  love  have  flown ; 

The  callous,  unforgiving  heart 

Must  nurse  its  fancied  griefs  alone. 

Tis  hard  the  parting  word  to  say- 
To  break  the  last  poor  outward  tie ! 

Alas !  there  is  no  other  way 

But  nerve  the  heart,  and  say  goodbye. 

Goodbye!     The  word  is  quickly  said— 

But  will  the  parting  bring  relief? 
Time  mellows  sorrow  for  the  dead 

But  eases  not  the  "  living  grief." 
The  poisoned  tongues  which  broke  thy  peace 

And  troubled  all  thy  springs  of  thought, 
Still  base  and  treacherous,  will  not  cease 

Till  sorer  evils  have  been  wrought. 

Goodbye!     And  soon  I  shall  forget, 
As  I  forgive  each  fault  of  thine ; 

Thou  mayst  forgive  as  I  regret 

The  many  failings  which  are  mine : 
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But  through  our  lives  by  night  and  day, 
Where'er  we  turn,  whatever  our  state, 

The  memories  of  our  love  shall  play 
Like  mocking  sunbeams  chilled  by  fate. 

Goodbye !     And  though  thy  head  may  not 

Lie,  in  thy  slumbers,  on  my  breast, 
May  holy  angels  guard  the  spot, 

Where'er  it  be,  that  thou  may'st  rest ! 
And  while  in  exile,  lone  and  drear, 

A  weary  wanderer  I  roam, 
My  spirit  oft  shall  hover  near 

The  place  which  thou  shalt  call  thy  home. 

Goodbye!  GOODBYE!    Perhaps  farewell — 

FAREWELL — perhaps  for  evermore  ! 
The  past  we  know,  but  who  shall  tell 

Th'  untrodden  path  that  lies  before  ? 
We  loved  as  few  can  love  for  long — 

And  love  they  say  can  never  die. 
Time  still  is  great  to  right  the  wrong — 

Till  then,  Dear  Heart,  till  then  goodbye. 


PETER  HYND 

WITH  myrtle,  cypress,  and  the  laurel  bay, 

Grief-intertwined, 
I  come,  the  tribute  of  a  friend  to  pay 

To  Peter  Hynd. 

For  well  I  loved  him — loved  him  better  than 

The  many  who, 
In  the  great  Christian  teacher,  lost  the  man 

They  never  knew. 

To  them  he  was  a  finger-post,  a  guide, 

To  point  the  way ; 
An  oracle  which  they  might  praise  or  chide 

Alternately. 

And  well  he  served  them,  speaking  humble  things 

They  understood, 
As  the  strong  eagle  to  her  fledglings  brings 

Some  simple  food. 

But  as  the  eagle,  when  her  young  are  fed, 

Soars  far  away, 
O'er  mountain,  valley,  and  o'er  ocean-bed 

In  search  of  prey, 
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So  he  who  taught  the  crowd  an  easy  creed 

Left  them  behind, 
On  broader  and  profounder  thought  to  feed 

His  mighty  mind. 

Thus  nourished  he  the  weak  and  kept  his  own 

Great  soul  in  health, 
Not  caring  though  he  had  to  hunt  alone 

And  eat  by  stealth. 

Philosophy  and  Science  owned  no  name 

He  would  despise, 
And  every  master  might  a  student  claim 

In  one  so  wise. 

But  ever  still  was  He  of  Bethlehem 

The  first  and  best, 
For  he  in  youth  had  touched  His  garment's  hem 

And  found  His  rest. 

He  met  the  troubled  with  extended  hand, 

Whatever  his  creed, 
And  all  acknowledged  him  a  Christian  and 

A  man  indeed. 

His  heart  was  tender  as  the  heart  of  God, 

And  true  as  kind, 
His  judgments  tempered  by  a  grandly  broad, 

Well-balanced  mind. 
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Let  shame  pursue  me  if  I  e'er  forget 

His  truth  and  love, 
Or  cease  to  yearn  that  I  may  meet  him  yet 

In  realms  above. 

For  we  were  more  than  brothers,  and  with  mine 

His  soul  could  blend ; 
Yea,  we  were  kinsmen  of  a  bond  divine — 

He  was  my  FRIEND. 

With  mingled  thoughts  this  mystic  wreath  I  lay 

On  this  low  mound— 
The  fragrant  myrtle  and  the  laurel  bay 

With  cypress  bound. 


CREATION1 


INTRODUCTION 

THE  theme  is  higher  than  my  thoughts  can  rise, 
And  of  a  depth  which  all  my  power  defies ! 
But,  since  'tis  she  to  whom  I  owe  my  birth 
Who  asks  me,  while  she  lingers  still  on  earth, 
To  sing  how  this  fair  world  from  realms  of  night 
Was  rescued  by  the  words,  "  Let  there  be  light !  " — 
How  Nature  first  into  existence  sprang 
While  all  the  "  morning  stars  "  together  sang 
Their  Great  Creator's  praise — how  it  was  dressed 
And  beautified,  and  by  th'  Almighty  blessed  : 
And  of  primeval  man  when  he  enjoyed 
The  sinless  bliss  of  Eden,  unalloyed, 
How  can  I  but  attempt  ? 

Thou  Spirit,  Who, 
When  at  Jehovah's  Word  the  waves  withdrew 

1  "  Creation  "  was  undertaken  at  my  mother's  dying  request. 
She  saw  part  of  the  first  book,  but  died  before  I  had  finished  the 
second.  Since  then  I  have  not  been  able  to  proceed— the  in- 
spiration being  lost  with  her. 
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To  roll  within  their  everlasting  bounds, 
Prompted  and  tuned  those  sweet  angelic  sounds 
Which  flowed  from  lips  touched  with  seraphic  fire, 
Come,  and  my  hasty,  humble  song  inspire ! 
Come  quickly  !  for  she  nears  Life's  outward  gate, 
Where  Angels  by  th'  shadowy  chariot  wait 
To  claim  her  passing  spirit.     And  if  I, 
Her  firstborn  son,  sing  with  a  tearful  eye 
When  love-fraught  memories  lead  me  gently  back, 
My  hatid  m  hers,  o'er  childhood's  checkered  track, 
Forgive  a  mortal's  frailty  !     Oft  hath  she 
Wept  both  for  grief  and  gladness  over  me, 
The  while  she  gently  chided  or  caress'd 
As  fear  or  hope  her  anxious  soul  possessed. 

'Twas  but  a  humble  home,  with  frugal  fare, 
Where  at  her  knee  I  lisped  my  simple  prayer — 
Where  tenderly  she  watched  my  wayward  youth, 
And  wooed  my  erring  feet  to  paths  of  truth. 
Far  have  I  wandered  since,  with  varying  fate 
Companioned  with  the  poor,  the  learned,  the  great ; 
In  storied  halls  have  passed  the  glowing  night, 
And  heard  the  thrilling  tale  by  camp-fire  light : 
But  wheresoever  and  howsoe'er  I  roam, 
Still  cling  my  thoughts  about  that  simple  home, 
And  though  I  love  the  good,  the  bright,  the  fair, 
I  worship  her  who  was  the  genius  there. 

When  all  these  thoughts,  and  thousands  more  beside, 
Which  rise  and  float  on  Mein'ry's  refluent  tide, 
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Crowd  in  my  mind,  they  force  the  briny  spring 

To  overflow,  as  I  presume  to  sing 

At  her  request  whose  life  is  ebbing  fast, 

The  subject  which  of  all  I'd  chosen  last. 

Then  aid  me,  Heavenly  Muse !     The  theme  divine 

Demands  no  meaner  melody  than  Thine. 


BOOK   I 

"  IN  th"  beginning  God  created  heaven 
And  earth."     Tis  thus  the  simple  record  given 
By  God  to  man  begins.     Majestic  tale ! 
It  needeth  no  preamble  to  unveil 
Mysterious  sayings,  else  misunderstood ; 
Nor  stays  to  speak  of  time,  nor  authorhood. 

The  Great  Elohim  into  chaos  comes, 
Creates  a  world,  and  in  a  sentence  sums 
Th'  account  thereof!    Th'  agnostic,  wondering,  cries, 
"  From  nothing  nothing  came  !"  and  vainly  tries 
To  merge  Faith's  Sun  in  Reason's  fitful  gleams — 
Of  the  slow  growth  of  atoms  vaguely  dreams, 
Of  light  and  heat,  and  life  thereby  diffused, 
Till,  in  the  end,  Confusion  worse  confused, 
Outspreading  wide  before  him,  only  shows 
That  all  he's  learnt  is  that  he  nothing  knows. 

Let  those  who  with  the  glass  bring  heaven  nigh, 
And  watch  the  worlds  with  keen,  irreverent  eye — 
Who  gauge  each  planet's  distance  from  the  sun, 
And  trace  the  various  courses  which  they  run, 
Then  unto  humbler  minds,  with  impious  air, 
Declare  that  they  were  ever  thus  and  there : 

92 
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Or  who  produce  the  entrails  of  the  earth 
To  falsify  this  story  of  her  birth, 
Come  here,  and  learn  from  Truth  Divine,  nor  bring 
Their  wit,  their  wisdom,  nor  their  reasoning ; 
For  who  with  these  the  Sacred  Page  explore 
Will  by  their  flickering  light  be  blinded  more, 
And  foolish  proved,  as  he  who  to  the  sun 
Extends  a  taper  when  he  looks  thereon. 

This  simple,  unadorned,  majestic  style, 
From  ostentation  free,  and  free  from  guile, 
Becometh  God,  as  it  behove th  me 
To  pause  where  Faith  and  Reason  disagree. 

"  In  th'  beginning"— Who  shall  fix  the  date 
To  which  these  awe-inspiring  words  relate  ? 
Unmeasured  and  unnumbered  aeons  may 
Have  lapsed  while  earth  in  deluged  darkness  lay- 
While  there,  a  black  chaotic  mass,  it  hung 
In  space — a  word  of  th*1  Almighty's  tongue, — 
Till,  in  due  time,  unaided  and  alone, 
The  Great  Eternal  came  and  looked  thereon ; 
Breathed  on  the  stillness  of  th1  unbroken  night 
The  first  recorded  words,  " Let  there  be  light" 

Oft   have  earth's  features   changed  in  place  and 

form — 

At  times  by  deluge  or  volcanic  storm, 
But  mostly  by  such  slow  degrees  that  men 
Saw  not  the  difference,  nor  marked  the  pen 
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Which  wrote  the  story  of  the  passing  ages 
On  Nature's  ample,  long- neglected  pages, 
Till  tomes  on  tomes  lay  buried,  all  unread, 
Far  'neath  the  mountain's  base  and  ocean's  bed. 
Man  marked  the  heavens  from  the  earliest  days — 
Deduced  his  fortunes  from  the  stellar  rays — 
From  constellations,  planets,  day  and  night, 
On  mundane  secrets  vainly  craving  light, 
While  spurning  with  his  foot  the  humble  stone 
Which  held  earth's  simple  story,  and  his  own  ! 

Late  came  the  plodding  Geognist,  to  find 
Much  labour  with  perplexity  combined. 
For  oft  of  old,  to  give  her  anguish  vent, 
Nature  her  rocky  records,  reckless,  rent, 
Hurling  them  wildly  to  the  seething  main, 
Or  wasting  with  them  many  a  smiling  plain : 
And  now,  so  long  ignored,  with  miser's  care 
She  yields  but  splintered  fragments  here  and  there. 
Far  underneath  he  digs,  far  up  he  climbs ; 
Notes  and  contrasts  the  work  of  various  times, 
Collects,  compares,  deciphers,  classifies, 
Authenticates,  infers,  and  greatly  tries 
To  spell,  imperfectly,  as  best  he  can, 
The  shredded  story  of  the  world  and  man. 
Still  stumbling  much,  and  oft  perplexed  in  mind 
The  characters  to  know,  the  meaning  find, 
He  perseveres,  and  hopes  to  read  at  last 
The  stable  hieroglyphics  of  the  past. 
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Hail,  worthy  man  !     Thou  worthy  science,  hail ! 
Mind  over  matter  must  at  length  prevail. 

As  yet  there  was  but  Light,  which  only  show'd 
A  wilderness  of  waters,  deep  and  broad, 
Like  that  on  which  the  righteous  Noah  sailed 
When  o'er  the  highest  hills  the  flood  prevailed. 

Then  said  th1  Almighty  Maker,  "  Let  there  be 
A  firmament  amidst  the  liquid  sea : 
Let  it  expand  on  high,  that  it  divide 
The  upper  fountain  from  the  nether  tide." 

Straight  at  the  Word  in  twain  the  waters  cleft ! 
That  rose  above,  and  this  below  was  left, 
The  while,  with  giddy  rush,  in  whirling  chase 
The  aerial  element  filled  up  the  space. 

Grandly  the  liquid  column  soared  on  high, 
Followed  by  many  a  wond'ring  seraph's  eye, 
Till,  spreading  far  and  wide,  in  azure  hue 
Was  formed  a  circling  canopy  of  blue. 
Then  to  the  great  expanse  His  Word  had  riven 
He  gave  the  still  unsullied  name  of  Heaven. 

And  God  said,  "  Let  the  waters  'neath  the  space 
Be  gathered  up  together  in  one  place, 
And  let  dry  land  appear." 

The  waters  heard, 

And  rolled  together  at  the  awful  Word. 
Mountains  and  valleys,  stretching  far  and  wide, 
Emerged  from  'neath  the  swift  retreating  tide, 
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While,  as  the  evening  folding  of  the  sheep, 

The  waters  sought  their  bounds,  and  formed  the  deep, 

Whence,  by  His  fixed  decree,  they  cannot  pass, 

But  roll,  a  broad,  unfathomed,  surging  mass, 

In  ceaseless  ebb  and  flow,  as  if  in  vain 

Seeking,  now  here,  now  there,  relief  to  gain. 

Say  it  is  Gravitation,  if  you  will, 
That  makes  the  waters  earth's  depressions  fill — 
I  have  no  quarr'l  with  Science,  nor  her  names ; 
Oft  with  her  charms  my  midnight  hour  she  claims — 
She  strives  to  subjugate,  to  systemise 
The  force,  the  knowledge,  which  in  Nature  lies ; 
From  all  effect  some  worthy  infrence  draws, 
But  claims  not  to  reveal  the  Great  First  Cause. 
Expound  and  designate  them  as  you  please, 
The  laws  of  Nature  all  are  God's  decrees. 


Then  God  commanded  that  th'  uncovered  earth 
To  herbs  and  plants  prolific  should  give  birth ; 
And  lo !  o'er  all  her  spacious  valleys  came 
The  tender  grass  and  shrub  of  every  name, 
While  forests  rose  on  many  a  mountain  side, 
Spreading  their  grateful  umbrage  far  and  wide. 

When  fields,  relieved  from  Winter's  chilly  arms, 
Are  yearly  decked  in  Spring's  renewing  charms, 
Their  beauties  for  our  admiration  call, 
But  oh  !  this  first  of  Springs  outshines  them  all. 
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A  moment  changed  the  bare  and  barren  scene 
To  waving  fields  of  variegated  green, 
Relieved  by  flowers  whose  fragrance  filled  the  air, 
Shedding  their  new-born  glories  everywhere. 

When  Earth,  in  all  her  virgin  charms,  stood  forth 
Showing  her  Maker's  wisdom,  power,  and  worth, 
Angels,  inured  to  heavenly  plains  of  light, 
Shouted  for  joy — so  lovely  was  the  sight. 
And  shall  not  I,  earth-born,  earth-nurtured,  touch  the  lyre 
With  reverent  hand,  while  pausing,  I  admire  ? 

My  native  Earth  !     Thy  beauty  is  divine  ! 
And  I  rejoice  that  thou  dost  own  me  thine. 
I  love  thy  sweeping  plains,  thy  towering  hills, 
Thy  gliding  rivers  and  meandering  rills, 
Thy  mighty  forests,  spreading  far  and  wide, 
Thy  rocks,  which  brave  and  bound  the  ocean's  tide : 
E'en  in  the  desert  and  the  wilderness 
A  lonely,  awful  grandeur  I  confess. 
Oh,  could  my  vision  reach  from  pole  to  pole, 
What  wondering  worship  would  entrance  my  soul ! 

Fairest  of  all  the  planets !     Well  hath  He, 
Who  made  thee  beautiful  beyond  degree, 
Designed  thy  various  movements  to  disclose 
Thy  charms  to  every  orb  which  round  thee  glows. 
The  glorious  sun,  with  life-begetting  rays, 
Sheds  lovingly  his  warmth  upon  thy  days. 
The  moon,  the  stars  with  all  their  satellites 
Attend  in  sleepless  wonder  on  thy  nights, 
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While  passing  seasons  each  with  other  vie 
To  make  thee  fairer  to  th'  admiring  eye. 
Far  travelled  is  thine  influence  and  fame — 
Worlds  unto  worlds  thy  loveliness  proclaim ; 
Swift-footed  comets,  hearing,  come  through  space 
To  gaze,  enamoured,  on  thy  form  and  face, 
And,  having  wooed  thee  for  a  while  in  vain, 
Return  to  praise  thee  to  the  far-off  train ; 
While  nearer  spheres  as  they  their  course  fulfil, 
Charmed  by  thy  grace,  at  times  draw  nearer  still. 
Angelic  love-prints  mark  thy  envied  breast, 
Where  Heaven's  sons  thy  daughters  have  caressed, 
Preferring  thee  and  thine,  with  deathless  woe, 
To  all  the  pleasures  sinless  spirits  know. 

O  hallowed  Earth,  thy  pity  let  me  claim ! 
Unworthy  I  to  breathe  His  Holy  Name. 
E'en  He  of  Bethlehem,  the  Man— the  God, 
Stretched  wearied  limbs  upon  thy  kindly  sod ! 
He  came  the  sin  which  blighted  thee  to  bear, 
But  owned  thy  grandeur  and  confessed  thee  fair ; 
To  wondering  multitudes  thy  lessons  read, 
And  wore  thy  sharpest  thorns  upon  His  head ; 
Yea,  gave  His  sacred  life  for  thee  and  thine— 
A  priceless  ransom,  infinite,  divine ! 
His  tears  He  wept  on  thee ;  from  thee  His  prayer 
Hath  oft  been  breathed  upon  the  midnight  air. 
Wearied  Himself,  He  gave  the  weary  rest, 
And,  suffring,  gently  calmed  the  sufFrer's  breast. 
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Poorest  of  men,  and  saddest  of  the  sad, 
Thee  He  enriched,  thy  sorrowful  made  glad  ; 
To  Him,  alone  of  men,  thou  bow'dst  thy  head, 
And,  listening,  yielded  rev'rently  thy  dead ; 
While  gloom  and  terror  from  the  grave  were  driv'n, 
Thy  children  linked  with  God  and  thee  with  heav'n. 

Could  I  with  sinless  seraphim  converse, 
Grasp  all  the  thought  of  this  vast  universe, 
Through  tangled  labyrinths  of  time  and  space 
The  history  of  mind  and  matter  trace, 
And  so,  the  deep,  eternal  yearnings  know 
Of  beings  and  of  worlds,  above,  below, 
I  feel,  O  Earth,  their  greatest  wish  would  be 
To  learn  the  wondrous  works  of  God,  in  thee ! 

Ah  !  what  am  I  of  all  the  myriad  brood 
To  which  thou  givest  life  and  yieldest  food  ! 
An  atom,  prone,  or  whirled  in  eddying  strife ! 
A  worm  thou  warmest  to  a  transient  life ! 
With  thee,  on  thee,  I  now  rejoice  or  mourn ; 
From  thee  I  came,  to  thee  I  shall  return. 
Thy  mighty  heart  beats  ever  young,  while  I 
Grow  old  with  hours,  and  soon  will  long  to  die. 
Oh !  when  at  last  upon  thine  ample  breast 
My  wearied  heart  and  limbs  are  laid  to  rest, 
May  I  be  of  the  number  unto  whom, 
Ungrudgingly,  thou  giv'st  a  shelt'ring  tomb, 
While  they  who  mark  the  name,  in  passing,  say. 
*'  He  served  his  generation  and  his  day." 
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Kind  be  their  thoughts,  and  soft  thy  covering  sod  ! 
The  rest,  in  humble  hope,  I  leave  with  God. 

God  said,  "  In  heaven  let  there  be  spheres  of  light 
To  separate  and  rule  the  day  and  night ; 
Also,  for  signs  and  seasons,  years  and  days, 
Let  them  diffuse  abroad  their  various  rays ; 
And  let  them  be  set,  luminous,  in  heaven, 
That  light  unhindered  to  the  earth  be  given." 

Forthwith,  a  burning,  dazzling  orb  appeared, 
Whose  warming  beams  the  new  creation  cheered ; 
High  o'er  the  day  as  sovereign  lord  he  stood, 
Emitting  light  and  heat  in  ceaseless  flood. 
Opposing  him,  and  sending  back  his  ray 
To  where  Night  else  held  undisputed  sway, 
In  colder,  paler,  and  more  fitful  beams 
u  The  lesser  light "  sent  forth  her  silv'ry  streams. 

"  He  also  made  the  stars."     And  if  it  be 
That  there's  a  world  for  every  star  we  see, 
He  made  them  all ! 

Each,  like  a  sparkling  gem 
Fit  for  the  Great  Creator's  diadem, 
Burst  upon  space — all  known  and  named  by  Him 
Around  whose  wondrous  universe  they  swim. 
Hid  by  the  splendour  of  the  lord  of  day, 
Auxiliars  to  the  moon's  less  powerful  ray, 
They  deck  the  firmament  and  pave  the  Milky  Way. 

Night !  thou  art  always  beautiful,  but  most 
When  Heaven  uncovers  all  thy  sparkling  host ! 
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And,  could  they  speak,  they'd  witness  that  this  eye 
Hath,  oft  till  wearied,  watched  them  in  the  sky, 
Admiring.     And  the  Northern  Host  could  tell 
With  what  deep  grief  I  bade  them  each  farewell, 
As,  wafted  southward  from  my  native  shore, 
I  saw  them  sink  where  I  could  gaze  no  more. 
Yes,  eagerly  I  watched  them,  night  by  night, 
Until  the  Polar  Star  merged  from  my  sight ; 
Then,  nightly  still,  with  sad  and  pensive  stare, 
I  watched  the  motions  of  the  Greater  Bear ; 
And  when  I  climbed  the  deck  and  gazed  afar 
For  one  last  look  upon  his  highest  star, 
And  saw  it  dip  behind  the  heaving  foam, 
I  felt,  at  last,  that  I  was  far  from  home. 
But  those  that  marshal  round  the  Southern  Cross 
Already  almost  have  made  up  the  loss — 
So  bright  they  sparkle  in  their  clearer  sky, 
Where  clouds  but  rarely  intercept  the  eye. 

When  all  this  wondrous  universe  shall  swoon, 
The  sun  be  dark,  and  blood-like  be  the  moon, 
And  all  these  glistening  lamps  from  heaven  shall  fall, 
Oh,  may  I  stand,  where  nothing  can  appal, 
Safe  with  that  band  who  shall,  by  life's  pure  river, 
Shine  as  the  stars  for  ever  and  for  ever ! 


God  spake,  and  said,  "  Now  let  the  waters  bring 
Forth  in  abundance  of  the  moving  thing 
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In  which  is  life ;  and  also  let  fowl  fly 
Throughout  the  open  firmament  on  high." 

Life  heard,  and  with  an  animated  host 
Invaded  all  the  seas,  from  coast  to  coast, 
And  peopled  heaven  with  a  winged  throng 
Of  beauteous  plumage  and  of  divers  song. 
High  o'er  the  earth  the  kingly  eagle  soared, 
Leviathan  the  ocean's  caves  explored, 
While  through  the  yielding  air  and  cleaving  foam 
Inferior  myriads  at  the  mandate  come. 
The  deep  was  glad,  the  air  with  music  fraught, 
While  all  the  universe  the  chorus  caught. 
Each,  by  enjoying  what  He  had  bestowed, 
Its  Author  worshipped  and  His  praises  show'd — 
Oh,  when  will  man  learn  thus  to  please  his  God ! 

Then  God  commanded  that  the  pregnant  earth 
Unto  the  living  creature  should  give  birth — 
To  cattle,  to  the  creeping  thing,  and  beasts 
Of  every  kind,  from  greatest  unto  least. 
And  lo  !  the  earth  was  seized  with  sudden  pains, 
And  from  her  bosom,  over  all  her  plains, 
Astonished  and  bewildered  angels'  eyes 
Beheld  ten  thousand  various  forms  arise. 
There  strode  the  lion  in  his  lordly  pride, 
Here  crawled  the  worm  which  any  herb  might  hide, 
There  coiled  the  serpent,  yonder  stood  the  ape — 
A  scene  of  moving  life  in  every  shape. 
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Yet  each  was  pure  and  perfect  of  its  kind, 
For  some  peculiar  work  by  Him  designed 
Who  looked  with  pleasure  on  the  myriad  brood, 
And  saw  that  what  He  had  produced  was  good. 

Oh,  that  like  Joshua,  I  could  command 
The  sun  o'er  my  unfinished  task  to  stand  ! 
Or  like  Isaiah,  seer  and  bard  sublime, 
My  prayer  could  backward  move  the  hand  of  Time  ! 
That  I  might  sing  how,  innocent  and  gay, 
Sweet  warblers  sang  on  many  a  flow'ring  spray, 
While,  in  their  harmless  frolic,  all  around, 
The  new-born  brute  creation  bless'd  the  ground  ; 
Ere  Sin  to  Cruelty  and  Pain  gave  birth — 
Primeval  pleasures  on  primeval  earth. 
Vain  my  command  !    Unheard  my  prayer  !    Alas  ! 
Swift  sets  the  sun  ;  the  hours,  relentless,  pass, 
While  silent  messengers,  on  stealthy  wing, 
Draw  near  to  close  the  ear  for  which  I  sing. 
Despair  grins  gauntly  by,  for  many  a  line 
Must  yet  be  written  by  this  pen  of  mine ; 
And,  though  I  have  invoked  the  sacred  Muse, 
No  aid  from  any  source  shall  I  refuse : 
E'en  thee,  O  Pegasus,  I  would  entreat ; 
Of  old  thy  heart  was  brave,  thy  wing  was  fleet ! 
Mounted  on  thee  my  desp'rate  Muse  would  dare 
Her  speed  with  Time  and  Terror  to  compare ; 
And  though  far  from  thine  ancient  fields  we  fly, 
Through  less  enchanting  realms  of  thought  to  ply, 


104  CREATION 

No  modern  curb,  I  vow,  will  thee  restrain : 
Loose  on  thy  neck  shall  lie  the  guiding  rein  ! 
Two  sleepless  nights  Creation's  tale  should  end ; 
Less  than  a  week  o'er  Eden  may  we  spend  : 
Yon  waning  moon  must  see  the  task  complete, 
And  laid,  in  filial  reverence,  at  her  feet. 
What  though  the  notes  be  neither  rich  nor  clear ! 
My  simplest  song  will  please  her  gentle  ear. 
Should  that  be  closed,  alas !  all,  all  is  vain — 
Who  else  would  listen  to  my  sweetest  strain  ? 
Then  speed  thy  hasty,  desp'rate  flight,  nor  pause 
Observing  modern  rules,  nor  ancient  laws ; 
My  purpose,  not  to  charm  with  notes  sublime, 
But  to  outstrip  in  verse  the  feet  of  Time. 

Thus,  with  Himself,  the  Co-Eternal  spake  : 
"  Man,  in  Our  form  and  likeness,  let  Us  make ; 
And  let  Us  unto  him  dominion  give 
O'er  alJ  that  in  earth,  air,  and  ocean  live." 

So  in  His  image  God  created  man — 
E'en  in  His  glorious  form  Who  with  a  span 
The  heavens  meted  out,  and  at  Whose  word 
Worlds    sprang    from    nothing,    made    He    nature's 
lord. 

In  these  strange  days  of  philosophic  wiles, 
When  science,  falsified,  the  world  beguiles'; 
When  atheistic  theorists  would  put 
Man  on  a  common  level  with  the  brute, 
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And  speculate  anent  "  the  missing  link  " 

Till  humbler  minds  are  puzzled  what  to  think, 

Relieved,  I  turn  from  the  perplexing  sage 

And  all  the  speculations  of  the  age 

To  read  my  origin  in  this  blest  page. 

And  as  I  think,  with  reverence  profound, 

Of  the  Almighty  forming  from  the  ground 

An  image  of  Himself;  when  I  behold 

Him  breathing  life  therein,  and  see  that  cold 

Though  godlike  form  become  "  a  living  soul  " 

And     rise,    Creation's    masterpiece,    lord     of    the 

whole, 

I  feel,  though  fallen  greatly,  that  my  breast 
Contains  a  spirit  by  no  brute  possessed ; 
That,  but  for  Sin's  ignoble,  crippling  load, 
Man's  form  and  carriage  well  become  a  god. 

Creation  saw  and  owned  its  upright  lord, 
Submitted  to  him  and  revered  his  word ; 
The  homage  and  respect  of  all  he  won— 
None  was  so  noble,  and  so  godlike  none. 

The  evolutionist,  with  patient  care, 
May  joint  with  joint  and  skull  with  skull  compare ; 
On  ancient  forms  and  fossils  speculate, 
And  hypothetic  theories  vaguely  state  : 
The  higher  critic  and  the  erudite 
May  talk  of  ignorance  and  want  of  light ; 
May  plead  "  discrepancies,"  and  try  to  show 
How  Faith  and  Reason  hand  in  hand  may  go : 
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Men  honour  him  whose  strong  and  honest  mind 
Seeks  to  spell  out  the  progress  of  his  kind ; 
They  strive  with  critics  who  will  carp  and  twist, 
But  scorn  the  biblical  apologist. 

Where  earthly  lore  and  heavenly  wisdom  part- 
That  bidding  for  the  mind,  this  for  the  heart — 
There,  Reason,  e'en  against  herself,  would  say, 
"  Faith  points  the  safe,  the  only  happy  way.1' 
As  to  the  child  of  tender  years  it  seems 
That  all  the  world  is  compassed  by  his  dreams, 
So  Science,  fair  and  young,  can  ill  discern 
How  far  she  errs,  how  much  she  yet  must  learn. 
Maturer  years  will,  surely,  wisdom  bring ; 
Till  then  to  Revelation  let  me  cling. 


Hail,  sacred  morn,  which  gave  th'  Almighty  rest, 
And  which  He  therefore  sanctified  and  bless'd ! 
Thou  fairest,  brightest,  first  and  best  of  days  ! 
Angels  with  harps  aeolian  hailed  thy  rays ; 
Sweet  zephyrs  wantoned  through  the  gentlest  breeze, 
Tuning  to  melody  the  forest  trees ; 
Primeval  flowers  awoke  from  dewy  dreams 
To  swing  their  fragrant  censers  in  thy  beams ; 
The  rivers  murmured  praise ;  the  streams  and  rills 
Babbled  their  gladness  to  the  gladd'ning  hills. 
Winged  warblers  met  thee,  trilling  forth  their  song 
Of  happy  welcome,  full,  and  sweet,  and  strong ; 
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And  every  creature  of  the  teeming  earth 
Hailed  with  unconscious  praise  thy  coming  forth. 
Great  Ocean  hushed  his  voice,  and  at  thy  feet 
Rolled  awful  worship,  vast,  profound  and  sweet, 
While,  side  by  side,  upon  his  heaving  breast, 
His  great  and  small  thy  loveliness  confessed. 
And  he,  the  first  of  men,  with  wondVing  eyes, 
Beheld  thy  blushes  breaking  on  the  skies — 
A  myriad  glinting  glories  paved  the  way, 
Flitting  about  thy  feet  in  gladsome  play, 
While  wing-veiled  seraphs  led  thee  forth  to  bless 
Creation's  universal  loveliness. 
Oh,  what  a  hallowed,  glorious  dawn  was  thine, 
Thou  symbol  of  the  rest  and  peace  divine ! 
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DELIGHTFUL  Eden,  garden  of  the  Lord  ! 
In  thee  I  now  would  strike  a  hasty  chord. 
I  sing  thy  beauties,  and  the  happy  hours 
When  blissful  Innocence  breathed  in  thy  bowers. 

Angelic  Guard,  with  me  ye  have  no  strife — 
I  covet  not  the  sacred  tree  of  life ; 
Put  up  the  sword :  I  would  not  live  for  aye, 
Nor  long  within  these  portals  shall  I  stay. 
In  filial  love,  I  come  at  Love's  behest, 
By  Time's  relentless  footsteps  sorely  press'd  ; 
My  passport  this — a  mother's  last  request. 
I  court  not  honour,  nor  aspire  to  fame — 
A  simple  bard,  obscure  of  birth  and  name, 
In  song  untutored  and  of  vision  dim  ; 
With  faltering  step  and  note  I'd  follow  him 
Whose  mighty  minstrelsy,  with  charm  divine, 
Made  these  forbidden  gates  a  hallowed  shrine. 

Creation's  lord  was  now  God's  special  care ; 
And  though  the  earth  was  everywhere  so  fair, 
It  did  not  in  His  eyes,  unaided,  give 
A  fitting  place  in  which  the  man  might  live ; 
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And  so,  in  Eden,  toward  where  unfold 

The  gates  from  which  the  morning  beams  are  rolPd, 

A  garden  of  delight  he  planned  and  made, 

Where  grew  luxurious,  in  sun  and  shade, 

The  rich  and  rare  of  herbs  and  plants  and  trees 

Whose  fruit  was  food — all  that  the  eye  could  please 

Or  heart  desire  was  there  profuse.     Its  bowers 

Were  variegated  aramanthine  flowers  ; 

Its  paths  were  roses  on  which  grew  no  thorn, 

While  odours  sweet  on  every  breeze  were  borne. 

The  tree  of  Life,  fair,  in  the  centre  grew, 

That  of  the  sense  of  good  and  evil,  too. 

A  river,  beautiful,  and  deep  and  broad, 
In  Eden  rose  and  through  the  garden  flowed, 
And  thence  was  parted  into  various  heads 
To  bless  the  world  in  four  distinctive  beds : 
Thus  formed  and  watered  after  God's  own  plan 
Was  the  bright  paradise  He  made  for  man. 
The  prototype,  the  Home  of  God,  above : 
The  antitype,  the  seat  of  sinless  love. 

Twas  modelled  from  that  blest  elysium  which 
The  spirit,  purged  from  sin,  at  last  shall  reach  ; 
From  everlasting  ages  made  for  God, 
For  evermore  to  be  His  saints'  abode. 
There  sin  may  enter  not  nor  grief  nor  tears — 
Eternal  spring  endures  through  endless  years. 
There  is  that  river,  deep  and  calm  and  bright, 
Which  rises  from  the  Throne  of  Love  and  Light ; 
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In  crystal  pureness  through  the  scene  it  flows, 
While  in  its  street  and  on  its  banks  there  grows 
The  Tree  of  Life,  with  umbrage  spreading  wide 
Above  the  saved,  who  walk  on  either  side, 
And  eat  the  healing  fruit  and  drink  the  living  tide. 
There  all  the  ransomed  of  the  Great  I  Am 
Walk  in  the  light  of  God  and  of  the  Lamb ; 
They  see  Jehovah's  face,  nor  sin  nor  fear, 
And  serve  Him  as  they  could  not  serve  Him  here. 
But  turn,  my  Muse,  to  Adam's  first  abode, 
Where  seraphs  lingered  on  the  flow'ry  sod, 
While  he,  the  sinless  man,  conversed  with  God. 


God  led  the  man  through  every  walk  and  bower, 
Taught  him  the  nature  of  each  plant  and  flower, 
Told  him  their  uses,  why  He'd  placed  them  there, 
And  gave  them  to  his  keeping  and  his  care. 
Then  to  the  midst  He  brought  him  where  there  grew 
Two  wondrous  trees,  imposing  to  the  view ; 
They  stood  apart  upon  the  river's  side 
Near  where  the  waters  into  four  divide. 
Higher  than  all  they  rose,  and  widely  spread 
Their  branches,  hung  with  fruit  of  rosy  red. 
They  paused  before  them,  and  unto  the  man 
Th'  Almighty  thus  in  solemn  strain  began  : 

"  These  trees,  which  seem  at  first  so  much  the  same, 
Are  different  in  character  and  name. 
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Close,  side  by  side,  they  have  been  planted  here 
That  I  may  know  thee  constant  and  sincere 
In  thine  obedience,  which  alone  can  prove 
Thee  true,  and  grateful  for  My  gifts  and  love. 
The  Tree  of  Life,  transplanted  here  from  heaven, 
Where  angels  feast  on  it,  to  thee  is  given ; 
Its  fruit  is  food  immortal  and  divine, 
And,  eating  it,  unending  life  is  thine. 
With  it  is  freely  given  unto  thee, 
For  food,  the  fruit  of  every  plant  and  tree 
Except  the  Tree  of  Knowledge.     It  alone 
I  thee  forbid,  but  make  all  else  thine  own. 
Upon  this  one  command  depends  thine  all — 
Obey  and  stand,  or  disobey  and  fall. 

Angels,  the  good,  the  honoured,  and  the  great, 
Who,  disobeying,  left  their  first  estate, 
Were,  by  the  universal  voice  of  heaven, 
To  awful  and  unending  torments  driven, 
For  ever  unrepenting — unforgiven. 
When  I  created  thee  and  blessed  thee  more 
Than  ever  creature  had  been  blessed  before, 
These  came  and  sued  for  audience  at  that  Throne 
Whose  justice  all  intelligences  own. 

'  Our  punishment,"*  they  said,  '  we  well  deserve, 
Nor  hope  nor  crave  Thy  justice  e'er  may  swerve. 
To  shake  this  Throne,  alas !  we  vainly  tried, 
This  Throne  our  mighty  marshalled  hosts  defied  ; 
Twas  at  this  Throne,  disarmed,  we  stood  to  hear 
The  judgment  which  in  hell  we  still  revere; 
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Denied  repentance,  yet  we  own  Thee  just, 

And,  scorning  mercy,  in  Thy  judgments  trust; 

E'en  when  the  tyrannies  of  hell  we  feel, 

With  confidence  we  to  this  Throne  appeal. 

We  sinned — eternal  years  our  doom  prolong — 

But  e'en  Thyself  owned  our  temptations  strong. 

Strange  and  precarious  was  our  first  estate, 

Forbidden  much,  with  much  to  emulate, 

Ambitious  by  creation,  free  of  will, 

We  vied  the  highest,  noblest  posts  to  fill ; 

But  Thy  command  'tween  sinless  bliss  and  hell— 

We  stood  obeying,  disobeying  fell. 

Till  now  this  test,  these  terms  applied  to  all, 

And  every  one,  except  Thyself,  might  fall. 

But  lo  !  this  latest  creature  of  Thy  hand 

Lives  as  he  will,  observing  no  command, 

With  none  to  emulate,  naught  to  restrain — 

The  sole  infallible  of  all  Thy  reign  ! 

Nor  is  the  earthling  whom  Thou  favour'st  thus 

Superior,  except  in  form,  to  us ; 

Nay,  rather  of  a  lower  order,  he 

But  fragile  clay,  immortal  spirits  we ; 

And  yet,  the  honours  upon  him  bestowed 

Betoken  less  a  mortal  than  a  god. 

Before  Thy  feet  the  mightiest  angels  fall — 

He  rules  Thy  new  creation,  feared  by  all ; 

In  veiled  obeisance  they  but  breathe  Thy  name — 

Their  service  and  Thy  friendship  he  may  claim  ; 


CREATION  113 

By  day  to  tend  his  steps,  by  night  his  sleep, 
Untiring  spirits  ceaseless  vigils  keep ; 
And  every  recent  mandate  of  Thy  Throne 
Bespeaks  Thy  care  for  him  and  him  alone. 
At  these,  the  dispensations  of  Thy  will, 
None  murmur,  or  in  murm'ring  serve  Thee  still. 
Alone  omnipotent,  Thy  dreadful  word, 
Painful  or  pleasing,  is  with  reverence  heard. 
To  him  let  blessings  still  on  blessings  flow, 
And  mightiest  honours  on  his  head  bestow  ; 
Indifferent  we  though  unto  him  be  given 
Supreme  control  o'er  all  the  hosts  of  heaven  : 
But  let  there  be,  with  privileges  so  great, 
Responsibilities  commensurate. 
To  make  Thy  creatures  what  Thou  wilt  is  Thine ; 
Tis  theirs  to  own  Thy  sovereignty  divine ; 
And  right  and  equity  alike  demand 
That  only  on  their  merit  shall  they  stand  : 
By  some  just  law  each  subject  should  be  tried, 
As  e'en  Thine  actions  must  be  justified.' 

Thus  pleaded  they,  as  I  had  willed  they  should — 
The  fallen,  for  the  universal  good — 
Their  motives  wrong,  their  reasons  clear  and  right ; 
Their  minds  resisting,  but  reflecting  light. 
My  purpose  is  disclosed  in  their  request, 
And  by  their  words,  repeated,  well  expressed ; 
Therefore  the  fruit  of  this  forbidden  tree 

Shall  guard  the  covenant  'tween  thee  and  Me : 

H 
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'Tis  here  thy  fealty  and  thy  faith  to  try : 
The  day  thou  eatest  of  it  thou  shalt  die." 

Then  Adam  thus  replied,  "  If  Thou,  O  God, 
To  Whom  I  owe  my  being,  Who  dost  load 
Me  with  such  benefits,  and  o'er  the  rest 
Of  Thy  creation  me  hath  raised  and  blest, 
Didst,  as  a  pledge  of  faith  and  fealty,  ask 
Abstention  from  all  trees  but  one,  or  task 
My  utmost  energies  from  day  to  day, 
It  could  be  only  pleasure  to  obey, 
And  gladly  I'd  refrain,  or  gladly  serve ; 
But  since  Thou  bid'st  me  but  one  charge  observe, 
And  that  so  easy,  I  can  only  bless 
Thy  gracious  lips.     Thou  could'st  require  no  less." 

This  said,  they  onward  through  the  garden  walked, 
While  the  Creator  with  the  creature  talked 
In  long  and  sweet  discourse ;  the  soft-tuned  breeze 
Low-whisp'ring  holiness  among  the  trees, 
And  every  flower,  as  anxious  to  be  trod, 
Bowing  before  their  ruler  and  their  God, 
Until  they  reached  the  garden's  eastward  gate, 
Where  their  approach  a  multitude  await. 
The  heads  and  leaders  of  each  tribe  and  species 
Of  fowl  and  beast — a  thousand  various  races — 
Had  gathered  there  by  instinct  taught  of  heaven, 
That  names  by  Adam  might  to  them  be  given. 
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Each  passed  before  him  and  received  a  name 
Which  habit,  form  or  character  might  claim, 
To  which  they  ever  answered  at  his  call 
Till  mutual  confidence  fled  with  the  Fall. 
Then  having  with  obeisance  owned  his  sway 
Whom  they  could  not  but  honour  and  obey, 
Rejoicing  in  the  blessing  of  their  God 
The  varied  multitude  dispersed  abroad. 

Each  bird  and  beast  a  fitting  mate  had  found  : 
But,  when  the  evening  shadows  closed  around 
And  love  breathed  softly  on  the  twilight  hour, 
Alone  Creation's  ruler  sought  his  bower. 
But  loneliness  was  bliss ;  he  watched  afar 
The  shimm'ring  brightness  of  the  evening  star — 
The  star  of  love — which  stills  the  pulse  of  day, 
And  charms  the  night  to  amorous  ecstasy. 
Then,  breaking  on  the  calm  of  throbbing  space 
With  sparkling  brilliance  and  majestic  grace, 
Came  star  on  star,  until  the  spangled  sky 
Held  in  enraptured  gaze  his  wondering  eye. 
And  when  the  soft  and  silv'ry  orb  of  night 
Robed  hill  and  valley  in  translucent  light, 
And  rose  in  solemn  stillness  into  sight, 
Now  veiling  with  a  cloud  her  virgin  face 
As  if  too  chaste  to  claim  her  rightful  place, 
Then  stealing  forth  afresh  with  blushing  gaze, 
Charming  the  spheres  to  song,  the  soul  to  praise, 
Till  every  star  which  beautified  the  scene 
Acknowledged  her  heaven's  universal  queen, 
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His  soul  overflowed  with  worship,  which  ascended 
Beyond  the  space  where  worlds  their  beauties  blended — 
An  incense  in  the  great  Creator's  sight 
Sweeter  than  all  the  charms  of  day  and  night. 
Thus  mused  the  man,  till  o'er  his  eyes  was  drawn 
Sleep's    gentle    spell,    which    wrapped    him    till    the 

dawn. 

And  while  in  sweet  unconsciousness  he  slept, 
Seraphs  their  unseen  vigil  round  him  kept — 
Unknowing  care,  himself  the  care  of  God, 
His  tent  the  heavens,  his  couch  the  flowery  sod — 
While  Nature  wept  in  silence,  tears  which  lay 
All  sparkling  round  him  till  the  lord  of  day 
Arose  and  dried  them  all  as  silently  away. 

Daily  where  wanton  zephyrs  stirred  the  glade 
To  sweetly  alternating  light  and  shade, 
And  Eden's  rivers,  murmuring  worship,  flowed, 
Twas  Adam's  privilege  to  walk  with  God  ; 
With  angels,  too,  he  oftentimes  conversed, 
Who  wondrous  tales  of  heaven  to  him  rehearsed. 
But  when  these  ever-welcome  guests  had  gone 
And  left  him  musing  on  their  words  alone, 
Excepting  that  the  meaner  things  of  earth 
Might  frolic  round  him  in  their  loyal  mirth, 
He  inly  craved  for  one  whose  heart  would  beat 
In  unison  with  his,  to  whom  in  sweet 
And  equal  comradeship  he  could  impart 
The  secret  thoughts  and  longings  of  his  heart ; 
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One  from  whose  lips  thoughts  would  in  turn  be  given, 

Whose  home  would  be  with  him,  and  not  in  heaven. 

For  whether  angels  might  to  him  descend 

Or  he  his  thoughts  to  meaner  creatures  bend, 

These  were  too  low,  and  those  too  far  above — 

He  longed  for  one,  his  counterpart,  to  love. 

Thus  by  divine  direction  was  his  mind 

Unconsciously  to  Heaven's  will  inclined, 

For  He  had  said  Who  shares  with  Love  His  Throne, 

"  It  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone."" 

As  thus  he  mused,  borne  on  the  fragrant  breeze, 
The  voice  of  God  was  heard  among  the  trees ; 
And  Adam  rose  to  look  with  sinless  eye 
On  Him  Who  made  the  worlds,  and  rules  on  high. 
Then,  drawing  near,  he  bowed  in  homage  meet 
And  holy  worship  at  his  Maker's  feet, 
While  from  his  guileless  lips  thanksgivings  poured, 
And  all  his  yet  unspotted  soul  adored, 
Till,  thrilling  heart  and  ear,  Love's  sweet  command 
Raised  him  unto  his  feet,  and  bade  him  stand. 
He  rose  unfearing,  stood  in  god-like  mien, 
And  face  to  face,  nor  veil  nor  shade  between, 
God  and  His  image  talked  as  friend  with  friend — 
All  Nature  pausing  rev'rent  ear  to  lend. 

Then  thus  the  Almighty  Maker  man  addressed : 
"  Thou  of  Creation^  work  the  chief  and  best, 
Made  to  be  ruler  over  all  below 
And  '  no  superior  but  Myself  to  know  ' ; 
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The  creatures1  one  desire  is  toward  thee, 

And  all  thine  aspirations  are  to  Me. 

But  while  to  all  besides,  on  earth,  in  heaven, 

An  equal  fellowship  and  love  are  given 

With  which  their  labour  and  their  bliss  are  crowned, 

For  thee  alone  no  helpmeet  has  been  found. 

Each  fish  that  roams  throughout  the  pathless  deep 

Can  company  with  one  its  equal  keep ; 

Each  beast  that  walks  the  earth,  each  bird  that  flies, 

Finds  one  which  co-affinity  supplies. 

Angelic  beings  are  of  kindred  flame, 

Each  in  the  other  may  a  comrade  claim ; 

And  I  Who  reign  supreme  am  not  alone, 

But  with  My  Well-Beloved  share  My  Throne. 

Of  all  that  doth  My  cares  and  thoughts  employ 

To  see  thee  happy  is  My  chiefest  joy : 

And  while  My  hands  the  universe  control 

I  mark  the  faintest  longing  of  thy  soul. 

Fve  watched  thee  'mong  these  bowers  and  odours  sweet, 

With  beast  and  reptile  fawning  at  thy  feet ; 

But  I  have  seen  that  pleasure  pass  away, 

For  all  have  left  thee  at  the  close  of  day. 

Angelic  beings  oft  with  thee  converse, 

And  with  thee  all  these  lovely  paths  traverse ; 

But  these  have  gone  or  vanished  from  thy  sight, 

And  thou  hast  felt  their  absence  as  a  blight. 

My  daily  visits  too  come  to  a  close, 

And  none  may  share  thy  labour  and  repose ; 
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But  I  have  come  to  make  and  give  to  thee 
One  who  in  all  things  shall  thine  equal  be ; 
One  like  thyself,  who  will  not  leave  thy  side, 
But  constant,  night  and  day,  with  thee  abide." 
So  spake  Jehovah,  and  the  grateful  man 
In  humble  heartfelt  accents  thus  began  : 

"  O  Thou,  to  Whom  I  owe  my  life,  my  all, 
Before  Whose  feet  the  burning  seraphs  fall  ! 
Creator  of  this  wondrous  universe ! 
Thy  deeds  angelic  lips  love  to  rehearse. 
Unnumbered  hosts  adore  Thy  glorious  name, 
And  wondering  worlds  combine  to  spread  Thy  fame ! 
'Midst  all  Thy  glorious  reign  what  canst  Thou  see 
To  love  and  honour  in  a  worm  like  me  ? 
I  call  to  mind  when  first  my  opening  eyes 
Were  fixed  on  Thee  in  strange  and  glad  surprise ; 
I  knew  not  what  I  was,  nor  could  I  see 
In  all  the  vast  creation  ought  but  Thee. 
My  gaze  was  fixed,  and  had  been  fixed  till  now 
Upon  Thy  face,  adoring,  hadst  not  Thou 
With  gracious  word  upraised  me  from  the  ground, 
And  bade  me  to  behold  the  scene  around. 
Then  on  these  eyes,  but  newly  opened,  first 
The  glories  of  Thy  great  Creation  burst ! 
O  that  first  look  !  bewildered  and  amazed, 
Above,  below,  around,  I  strangely  gazed  ! 
Now  on  the  sky,  where  clouds  of  snowy  white 
Were  floating  on  a  sea  of  purple  light ; 
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Now  on  the  earth,  its  valleys  and  its  hills, 

Its  rolling  rivers  and  meand'ring  rills  : 

All  nature's  beauties  met  my  wondering  view — 

I  saw  the  living,  moving  creature  too. 

Then  pleasing  sounds  broke  strangely  on  mine  ear, 

Which,  as  I  listened,  grew  distinct  and  clear. 

I  heard  and  looked  in  raptures  of  delight 

Ere  yet  I  knew  what  hearing  was,  or  sight, 

Till  turning  on  myself  my  wondering  eye 

Unconsciously  I  cried,  '  Oh  !  what  am  I  ?  ' 

With  startling  sound  th1  unlooked-for  accents  came, 

To  lips  which  had  not  even  breathed  Thy  name ; 

And  falling  at  Thy  feet  again,  O  God, 

My  raptured  soul  with  love  and  worship  glow'd  ! 

Lost  in  Thyself  I  cared  not  whence  nor  where 

Nor  what  I  was,  if  only  Thou  wert  there. 

Then  Thou  didst  raise  me  from  my  kindred  clay, 

And  set  Thine  angels  with  me  night  and  day, 

Until  familiar  with  myself  I  grew, 

And  with  the  creatures  that  surround  me  too. 

But  how  shall  I  my  heartfelt  gratefulness 

For  all  Thy  care  and  love  since  then  express  ? 

My  life,  my  happiness,  this  garden,  all 

Thy  ways  to  me- ward  for  my  praises  call. 

These,  with  Thy  gracious  visits,  daily  paid, 

One  cloudless  pleasure  all  my  life  have  made. 

But  since  Thou  see'st,  what  I  freely  own, 

That  "'tis  not  good  for  me  to  be  alone ; 
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And,  that  I  may  to  better  purpose  live, 

WoulcTst  unto  me  a  fit  companion  give ; 

One  who  shall  all  my  lonely  moments  fill, 

And  aid  me  in  the  doing  of  Thy  will, 

Whilst  Thou  shalt  be  our  Friend  and  Guardian  still ; 

E'en  let  it  be  according  to  Thy  word — 

A  grateful  heart  is  all  I  can  accord. " 

Thus  spake  our  sire  ;  and  e'en  Jehovah's  ear 
Was  pleased  the  language  of  his  lips  to  hear. 
He  thus  replied :  "  Of  different  sex  to  thee, 
Weaker  and  gentler,  shall  thy  helpmeet  be ; 
But  these  shall  serve  to  leave  a  larger  space 
For  many  a  fairer  charm  and  sweeter  grace. 
Nor  shall  she  be  inferior.     From  thy  side 
The  substance  for  her  form  shall  be  supplied. 
Thus,  part  of  thee,  she  shall  be  truly  thine 
And  thou  be  hers,  while  both  as  one  are  Mine. 
Together  ye  the  grace  of  life  shall  share, 
But,  being  weaker,  she  shall  claim  thy  care ; 
And  being  both  obedient  to  My  will, 
I'll  be  your  willing  Guest  in  Eden  still." 

He  ceased,  and  over  Adam's  eyelids  sleep 
Crept  heavily,  till  wrapped  in  slumber  deep 
He  sank  unconscious.     With  the  tend'rest  care 
His  side  was  opened,  and  a  rib  laid  bare, 
Which  lifted,  life-impassioned,  from  its  place, 
Was  formed  to  perfect  symmetry  and  grace, 
And  clothed  with  beauty  thrilled  to  tenderness — 
The  essence  of  all  Nature's  loveliness — 
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Till  goddess-like  stood  forth,  in  chastely  mien, 
Fair  Woman,  Earth's  and  Eden's  future  queen  ! 
The  Great  Physician  closed  the  wounded  side ; 
And  angels  to  her  bower  led  Adam's  bride, 
To  wait  in  blissful  dreams  the  blushing  morn 
When  Love  to  Strength  and  Beauty  would  be  born. 


Weep,  lovely  Eden  !  scenes  Elysian,  weep  ! 
Ye  seraphs,  guard  upon  my  sorrow  keep ! 
Ye  zephyrs  languish !  and  ye  rivers  flow 
In  muffled  music  to  the  throb  of  woe ! 
Ye  birds  of  Paradise  forbear  to  sing, 
And  droop  awhile  with  me  the  radiant  wing ! 
Lament,  O  Earth !  and  ye  surrounding  spheres 
Distil  through  aching  space  celestial  tears ! 
Sun,  moon  and  stars  in  pity  o'er  me  bend ! 
And  Heav'n  itself  a  mortal's  grief  attend  ! 
And  thou,  my  loved,  my  sorrow-smitten  lyre, 
Let  anguish  sweep  thy  cords  and  quench  thy  fire  ! 
Ye  pitying  Muses,  ever  sweet  and  kind, 
My  throbbing  brows  with  cypress  gently  bind 
And  lead  me  hence.     I  who  with  hope  elate 
Came,  pressed  by  time,  erstwhile,  to  yonder  gate, 
Would  now  retrace  my  steps  in  grief  and  fear, 
For  human  sorrow  may  not  linger  here. 


CREATION  123 

Yet  bear  me  witness,  O  ye  Powers  above  ! 
How  hard  I  tried,  in  filial  faith  and  love, 
My  task  to  compass  and  my  work  complete, 
That  I  might  lay  it  proudly  at  her  feet, 
Hope  holding  out  the  sweet  reward  the  while — 
A  mother's  blessing  and  approving  smile. 

O  gentle  spirit,  fled  beyond  the  skies, 
To  which  my  grief-embittered  prayers  arise  ! 
Thy  tender  pity  I  in  sorrow  crave, 
The  while  I  lay  these  fragments  on  thy  grave. 


FAREWELL,  SWEET  EDEN 

FAREWELL,  sweet  Eden's  aramanthine  bowers ! 
Where  joy  and  pleasure  wing  the  sinless  hours ; 
Where  holiness  pervades  the  fragrant  air, 
And  blissful  innocence  breathes  everywhere. 

Farewell,  ye  gliding  rivers  and  ye  streams 
Which  charm  the  spirit  to  celestial  dreams, 
Ye  verdant  vales  where  seraphs  tune  their  lays, 
Ye  hills  which  echo  with  Jehovah^s  praise ! 

Farewell,  ye  flowers  whose  beauties  never  fade, 
Ye  sylvan  groves  of  grateful  fruit  and  shade, 
Ye  birds  of  Paradise,  to  whom  are  given 
The  soul  of  song  and  all  the  hues  of  heaven  ! 

Farewell,  fair  Tree  of  Life !     Alas,  that  tree 
Of  good  and  evil  e^en  had  tempted  me — 
All  promise-laden  to  the  heart  and  eye : 
And  man  for  knowledge  still  would  dare  to  die. 

Farewell,  ye  holy  angels,  must  I  say, 
And  unprotected  take  my  lonely  way  ? 
Yon  outer  world  has  much  of  toil  and  care — 
Ye  sinless  spirits  come  and  guard  me  there ! 
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Farewell,  ye  happy  pair !     To  sorrow  born, 
I  may  not  see  nor  sing  your  bridal  morn ; 
My  stricken  muse  in  sorrow  droops  the  wing, 
And  my  sad  lyre  has  lost  its  leading  string. 

Farewell  to  all  that  made  the  beauteous  scene 
Where  I  a  little  while  so  blest  have  been  ! 
I  go,  alas  !  where  sin  and  sorrow  dwell — 
Sweet  Eden's  loveliness,  farewell !  FAREWELL  !  ! 


SACRED  LAYS 


THE   RESURRECTION 

DEATH  had  played  his  mortal  part : 

Lifeless  was  the  Saviour's  heart. 

Grieved  disciples  silently 

Loosed  and  took  Him  from  the  tree. 

Joseph  gave  his  new-made  tomb, 

Dressed  Him  for  the  vault  of  gloom, 

Where,  the  prey  of  Death  and  Hell, 

Lay  the  great  Emmanuel, 

Sealed  and  kept  by  Roman  spears, 

Object  both  of  hopes  and  fears. 

But  at  last  the  morning  came 
Which  would  prove  His  wondrous  name, 
Bearing  on  its  wings  the  hour 
And  the  moment  of  His  power. 
Morn  of  brightness  !     Morn  the  first 
Which  beheld  Death's  .fetters  burst ! 
'Tis  thine  earliest  dawning  ray 
Prompts  and  tunes  my  humble  lay. 
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Awful  in  solemnity, 
Long  as  an  eternity. 
With  expectancy  intense, 
Was  that  moment  of  suspense 
Ere  His  first  returning  breath 
Proved  the  Christ  the  King  of  Death  ! 
Angels1  songs  (if  they  had  sung 
Since  He  on  the  Cross  was  hung) 
Ceased  to  flow,  and  every  eye 
Gazed  from  heaven^s  bulwarks  high 
To  the  spot  where  Hell  and  Death 
Held  the  Man  of  Nazareth. 


Shall  He  live— the  Crucified 
Who  the  death  so  shameful  died  ? 
Shall  the  King  of  Terrors  yield 
When  he  once  hath  gained  the  field, 
And  the  grave,  so  dark  and  cold, 
To  her  charge  her  gates  unfold  ? 
All  the  purposes  of  love, 
All  the  joys  and  bliss  above, 
All  the  fates  of  earth  and  hell 
And  of  those  who  in  them  dwell, 
All  the  mighty  vast  forever 
On  a  balance  seemed  to  quiver, 
When,  within  the  wondrous  grave, 
God  Himself  the  answer  gave. 
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Come,  my  soul,  and  humbly  bold, 
For  thyself  by  faith  behold  ! 
See  !  the  bands  of  death  uncoil 
Which  have  wrapped  thy  Lord  awhile. 
Yes,  He  lives !     His  bosom  heaves  ! 
Death's  cold  chill  His  visage  leaves ! 
Lo,  He  moves  !     He  rises  now  ! 
Glory  gathering  on  His  brow  ! 
Certain  of  His  victory, 
Calm  in  Godlike  majesty, 
Hurrying  not  to  leave  the  scene 
Where  the  conflict  fierce  hath  been. 
See,  His  holy  nail-marked  hands 
Loose  the  ghastly,  deathlike  bands, 
And  in  order  lay  them  by 
In  the  place  Himself  did  lie, 
Ere  He  with  majestic  tread 
Leaves  the  cavern  of  the  dead  ! 


Thus,  while  in  Death's.dark  domain 
Life  began  his  new-born  reign, 
Swiftly,  silently  descending, 
To  the  tomb  of  Joseph  bending, 
With  the  earliest  streaks  of  morn 
Was  Jehovah's  angel  borne 
On  those  wings  which  never  tire, 
Burning  with  seraphic  fire  : 
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And  with  brightest  majesty, 
Which  the  keepers  feared  to  see, 
Came  and  rolled  the  stone  away 
From  the  place  where  Jesus  lay ; 
Sat  thereon  in  awe  profound 
While  an  earthquake  shook  the  ground, 
And  the  Conqueror  from  the  grave 
Came — the  Mighty  One  to  save ! 

Victory  !     O  shout  the  word  ! 
Strike  the  grand  triumphal  chord ! 
Now  the  bands  of  death  are  loosed ! 
Now  the  serpent's  head  is  bruised  ! 
Hark  !     How  heaven's  arches  ring 
With  the  song  its  armies  sing ! 
O  what  hymns  of  adoration 
Usher  in  the  new  creation  ! 
Tens  of  thousands  vent  their  joys, 
Which,  like  many  waters'  noise, 
With  a  cadence  soft  and  sweet 
Float  along  the  golden  street. 

With  the  favoured,  guilty  nation 
All  is  fear  and  consternation  : 
To  the  priests  the  keepers  tell 
What  at  Joseph's  tomb  befell : 
Saints  whose  graves  had  open  lain 
Since  the  Prince  of  Life  was  slain, 


THE   RESURRECTION  131 

As  the  witnesses  of  God, 
Rise  and  leave  their  dark  abode, 
And  with  strange,  unearthly  tread, 
Striking  hearts  with  solemn  dread, 
To  the  city's  streets  repair, 
And  appear  to  many  there. 

Those  so  late  in  sorrow  weeping, 
While  the  grave  their  Lord  was  keeping, 
Look  within  the  empty  tomb 
(Now  no  more  a  vault  of  gloom) 
And  behold,  where  lay  the  dead, 
Angels  at  the  feet  and  head, 
Who  these  words  of  comfort  speak  : 
"  It  is  Jesus  whom  ye  seek  : 
He  is  risen — is  not  here ; 
Come,  behold,  and  cease  to  fear." 

Mary  first,  in  bliss  complete, 
Clasps  her  risen  Master's  feet. 
Soon,  dispelling  all  their  fears, 
He  unto  th'  Eleven  appears, 
And  amongst  them  forty  days 
To  their  joy  and  comfort  stays. 
To  behold  His  hands  and  side 
Whence  had  flowed  the  crimson  tide, 
And  His  brow  so  lately  torn 
With  the  diadem  of  thorn, 
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And  for  forty  days  to  know 
Christ  in  risen  life  below, 
More  than  satisfied  their  hearts ; 
And  to  faith  it  still  imparts 
Rest  and  comfort,  peace  and  joy, 
Which  the  world  can  ne'er  destroy  ; 
More  it  doth  not,  cannot  need, 
For  the  Lord  is  risen  indeed ! 


THE  EVANGELIST 

His  ear  hath  heard  the  question  : 

"  Who  to  the  lost  will  go  ?  " 
"  Send  me,"  he  cries,  his  sin-purged  lips 

With  altar- fire  aglow  : 
"  I'll  bear  the  living  message 

Of  free,  forgiving  love  ; 
O  let  me  win  the  wanderers  to 

The  path  that  leads  above  ! " 

'Spite  all  the  ties  of  nature, 

He  leaves  his  friends  and  home, 
A  lonely  witness  o'er  the  world, 

Despised  and  poor,  to  roam. 
Nought  takes  he  for  his  service, 

But  freely  in  His  name 
Who  sent  him  and  supplies  his  need, 

The  Gospel  would  proclaim. 

Within  his  yearning  bosom 
Love  to  the  Saviour  reigns ; 

7n  all  the  labours  of  his  life 
No  other  power  constrains. 
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Deep  are  his  tender  feelings, 
*SVeet  is  his  pleading  tone, 

As  he  describes  the  glories  of 
"  Fon  Man  on  Heaven's  throne." 


His  heart  the  heavy  burden 

Of  sinful  souls  must  bear ; 
He  wrestles  for  them  at  God's  throne 

Through  hours  of  midnight  prayer. 
Eternity  before  him 

More  real  than  time  appears : 
Oh,  wonder  not  he  pleadeth  with 

The  eloquence  of  tears ! 

Anointed  by  God's  Spirit, 

Trained  at  his  Master's  feet, 
Commissioned  and  sent  forth  by  Him, 

All  furnished  and  complete. 
No  human  art  or  wisdom 

His  talent  could  assist : 
A  heavenly-moulded  God-sent  man 

Is  the  Evangelist. 

He  is  the  weeping  sower 

Who  shall  with  singing  come, 

Bringing  his  gathered  sheaves  from  earth 
To  Heaven's  harvest  home. 
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And  when  with  joy  he  lays  them 

Down  at  his  Master^  feet, 
His  own  "  Well  done,  thou  faithful  one," 

Will  make  his  bliss  complete. 

Note.—  The  third  verse  is  an  acrostic.  Its  last  line  was  a 
favourite  sentence  of  the  man  who,  to  me,  was  the  prince  of 
preachers. 


THE   MAN   OF   GOD 

THERE  is  no  glory  halo 

Round  his  devoted  head, 
No  lustre  marks  the  sacred  path 

In  which  his  footsteps  tread  ; 
Yet  holiness  is  graven 

Upon  his  thoughtful  brow, 
And  unto  God  and  God  alone 

His  high-born  soul  will  bow. 

He  often  is  peculiar 

And  seldom  understood, 
And  yet  his  power  is  felt  by  both 

The  evil  and  the  good ; 
For  he  lives  in  touch  with  Heaven 

A  life  of  faith  and  prayer ; 
His  sympathies,  his  hopes,  his  joys, 

His  all  is  centred  there. 

His  body  is  God's  temple, 

His  heart  the  Master's  shrine ; 

He  lives,  and  thinks,  and  speaks,  and  acts 
As  moved  by  power  divine. 
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His  is  the  calm  of  Heaven, 

The  faith  that  can  be  still, 
For  God  revealeth  unto  him 

The  secrets  of  His  will. 


He  is  a  chosen  servant 

Among  God's  many  sons ; 
He  bears  His  sayings  on  his  lips, 

And  on  His  errands  runs. 
No  human  frown  he  feareth, 

No  earthly  praise  he  seeks, 
But  in  the  dignity  of  Heaven 

His  burning  message  speaks. 

He  with  delight  most  holy 

Hangs  o'er  God's  precious  page ; 
There  finds  his  path,  and  learns  the  end 

Of  this  self-loving  age. 
In  the  footprints  of  the  holy 

He  long  hath  humbly  trod  ; 
A  constant  man  of  faith  and  power — 

Such  is  the  man  of  God. 

I've  found  him  in  the  workshop, 

And  in  the  busy  street ; 
The  plainest,  simplest,  humblest  man 

That  one  could  wish  to  meet. 
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IVe  treasured  up  his  sayings, 
And  marked  his  faithful  ways, 

And  oft  to  follow  in  his  steps 
My  spirit  humbly  prays. 


THE   DISCIPLE 

THE  light  of  Life  is  shining 

Through  all  his  being  now, 
And  the  calm  of  heaven  resteth 

On  his  meek  and  chastened  brow  ; 
For  his  spirit's  ear  hath  listened, 

While  his  eyes  by  faith  have  seen 
The  beauty  and  the  glory 

Of  the  lowly  Nazarene. 

Long,  prone  and  earthward  toiling, 

He  wearied  heart  and  limb, 
Till  the  Humble-Hearted  called  him 

And  bade  him  follow  Him ; 
Till  the  Man  of  Sorrows  thrilled  him 

With  the  music  of  His  voice, 
And  the  Poor  and  Homeless  Stranger 

Became  his  endless  choice. 

The  glory  hath  departed 

From  all  the  world  can  show, 

And  the  Altogether-Lovely 
He  now  alone  would  know. 
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He  would  become  in  all  things 
An  honour  to  His  name, 

Who  meekly  bore  the  smiting, 
The  spitting  and  the  shame. 

In  learning  of  his  Master 

His  soul  is  finding  rest 
From  the  sin  and  care  and  sorrow 

With  which  mankind  is  pressed 
Since  to  the  Meek  and  Lowly 

His  heart  is  reconciled, 
He  bears  a  yoke  so  easy 

It  would  not  fret  a  child. 

He  prizes  one  dear  volume 

Above  all  earthly  store ; 
For  it  he  hath  abandoned 

His  former  cherished  lore ; 
For  it  tells  him  of  his  Master, 

Instructs  him  in  His  will, 
And  breathes  with  every  precept 

The  power  to  fulfil. 

His  heart  is  big  with  kindness, 
His  spirit  sweetly  toned, 

His  lips  are  true  and  faithful, 
His  failings  quickly  owned. 
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Humble  and  unobtrusive, 

Though  slighted  and  ignored, 
He  waits  in  cheerful  meekness 

On  his  Master  and  his  Lord. 


THE   ECHOED   LAY 

"  O  THE  joy,  the  joy  of  knowing 

All  my  sins  forgiven  ! 
O  the  blessedness  of  going 

To  a  home  in  heaven ! 

"  O  the  rest,  the  rest  of  giving 

All,  O  Lord,  to  Thee  ! 
O  the  deep,  sweet  calm  of  living 

For  eternity ! 

u  O  the  peace,  the  peace  of  dwelling 

In  the  Holy  Place  ! 
O  the  happiness  of  telling 

Others  of  Thy  grace  ! 

"  O  the  pleasure  of  obeying 

All  Thy  love's  behest, 
And  at  last  to  hear  Thee  saying, 

'Enter  into  rest'!" 

Thus  she  mused,  not  feeling  lonely, 
Though  no  friend  was  near, 

For  sweet  Eva's  heart  yearned  only 
For  His  glory  here. 
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When  a  gentle  voice  aroused  her — 

'Twas  the  Master's  own — 
His  Whose  mercy  had  espoused  her 

To  be  His  alone : 

"  Glad  I  see  thy  spirit  yearning 

To  be  all  for  Me, 
For  My  heart  is  ever  burning 

With  great  love  for  thee. 

"  Loving  thee  I  came  from  heaven, 

Died  to  make  thee  Mine ; 
And  the  glory  to  Me  given 

Shall  be  also  thine. 

"  Thou  art  My  peculiar  treasure 

And  My  special  care ; 
Heav'n  itself  shall  want  a  pleasure 

Till  thou  shalt  be  there." 

Then  the  merry  brooklet,  dancing 

To  the  tuneful  breeze, 
Kissed  by  playful  sunbeams  glancing 

Through  the  gladdened  trees, 

Having  caught  the  happy  measure, 

Echoed  everywhere : 
"  Heaven  itself  shall  want  a  pleasure 

Titt  thou  shalt  be  there" 
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Long  with  eager  ear  she  listened 

To  that  echoed  lay, 
Till  the  far-off  ocean  glisten'd 

In  the  sunset  ray, 

Till,  with  love  and  joy  unbounded, 

All  her  being  glowed  : 
Joy  which  on  His  joy  was  grounded, 

Love  which  from  His  flowed. 

Now  her  happiness  and  blessing 
Lose  themselves  in  His, 

And  her  heart,  Himself  possessing, 
Ever  joyful  is. 

For  that  echo  still  is  ringing 
•     In  her  gladsome  soul, 
And  its  message  radiance  flinging 
On  the  nearing  goal ; 

Breathing  love  surpassing  measure 

And  unceasing  care : 
"  Heatfn  itself  shall  want  a  pleasure 

Till  thou  shalt  be  there" 

Thou  hast  caught,  O  happy  maiden, 

Love  and  hope  divine  ! 
Hearts  could  ne'er  be  sorrow-laden 

With  such  faith  as  thine. 


THE   COMING   OF   HIS   FEET 

WHILE  the  wintry  winds  were  blowing, 

And  the  rivers  darkly  flowing, 

And  the   tempest   driving    wildly    through  the  long, 
deserted  street, 

By  a  flickering  fire,  low  burning, 

Longing  for  his  Lord's  returning, 
Sat  an  aged  pilgrim  musing  on  the  coming  of  His  feet. 

Now  upon  the  embers  gazing, 
Now  his  eyes  devoutly  raising, 

The  howling  blast  he  heard  not,  nor  the  drifting  of 
the  sleet ; 

And  his  eye  would  strangely  glisten 
As  he  strained  his  ear  to  listen 

For  his  absent  Master's  footfall — for  the  coming  of 
His  feet. 

Memory's  gentlest  gales  were  blowing, 

And  Thought's  deepest  rivers  flowing, 
While  their  sighs  and   murmurs  blended  into  music 
strangely  sweet : 

And  time  seemed  backward  flying 

To  his  vision  scenes  supplying, 
As  his  heart  this  song  indited  of  the  coming  of  His  feet. 
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THE   SONG 

When  the  flowers  of  earth  are  springing, 
And  the  birds  with  gladness  singing, 
And   the    cloud-chased    sunbeams    touch   me    with   a 
fervent  glow  and  fleet, 

Then  there  comes  a  sacred  feeling 
O'er  my  spirit  strangely  stealing, 

As  I  think  upon  "  the  rapture "  and  the  coming  of 
His  feet. 

When  the  summer  sun  shines  stronger, 
And  the  days  are  warm  and  longer, 
And  a  world  of  blended  beauties  on  the  smiling  land- 
scape meet, 

Then  my  love-smit  heart  seems  vying 
With  the  zephyrs  in  their  sighing 

For  "  the  Altogether  Lovely  "  and  the  coming  of  His 
feet. 

When  the  year  with  harvests  golden 
In  rich  Autumn's  hand  is  holden, 

And  the  leaves  begin  to  wither  and  earth's  glories  to 
retreat ; 

When  the  dull  days  are  returning, 
Oft  I  feel  a  greedy  yearning 

For  the  rustling  of  His  garments  and  the  coming  of 
His  feet. 
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When  the  wintry  winds  are  howling, 
And  the  heavens  darkly  scowling, 

And  the  mariner  is  praying  while  the  storms  against 
him  beat, 

I  can  feel  a  deep  emotion, 
Like  the  wave  that  swells  the  ocean, 
As  I  listen  with   impatience  for   the  coming  of  His 
feet. 


When  the  west  the  sun  receiving, 
From  the  ocean's  bosom,  heaving, 

Glows  with  streaks  of  purple  glory  which  scarce  hide 
God's  mercy-seat ; 

While  a  moment  he  reposes 
Ere  the  glowing  portal  closes, 

Then   I  often  long  so  wildly  for  the  coming  of  His 
feet. 


When  the  midnight  hour  is  dreary, 
When  the  morning  star  is  cheery, 
When  from  the  east  the  day  is  rolled,  and  in  the  noon- 
tide heat ; 

When  the  shadows  are  declining, 
When  the  fitful  moon  is  shining, 

I  am  waiting,  watching,  longing  for  the  coming  of  His 
feet. 
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In  the  day  of  light  and  gladness, 

In  the  night  of  gloom  and  sadness, 
When   my  cup  is  running  over,  or   when  favours  I 
entreat ; 

At  all  times,  in  all  places 

This  sweet  hope  my  spirit  braces : 
It  is  only  till  I  see  Him  at  the  coming  of  His  feet. 

"  He  is  coming  !     He  is  coming !  " 

Air  and  earth  and  sea  are  humming ; 
Restrained    creation  yearneth  the  King  of  Peace  to 
greet. 

Victor  crowned  and  glory  bearing, 

Everlasting  honours  wearing, 
Yet  for  me,  as  ever,  caring,  at  the  coming  of  His  feet. 

Note. — The  first  letters  of  the  lines  of  the  last  verse  spell 
the  name  of  my  dear  old  friend  Harvey,  to  whom  I  owe  the 
inspiration  for  these  verses. 
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THIRTY  pieces  of  silver 

For  the  Lord  of  Life  they  gave ; 
Thirty  pieces  of  silver — 

Only  the  price  of  a  slave  ! 
But  this  was  the  priestly  value 

Of  the  Holy  One  of  God  ; 
And  they  weighed  it  out  in  the  temple, 

The  price  of  the  Saviour's  blood. 

Thirty  pieces  of  silver 

Laid  in  Iscariot's  hand  ; 
Thirty  pieces  of  silver 

And  the  aid  of  an  armed  band, 
Like  a  lamb  that  is  led  to  the  slaughter, 

Brought  the  humbled  Son  of  God 
At  midnight,  from  the  garden 

Where  His  sweat  had  been  like  blood. 

"  Thirty  pieces  of  silver  " 
Burns  on  the  traitor's  brain ; 

"  Thirty  pieces  of  silver  ! 
Oh  !  it  is  hellish  gain  !  " 
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"  I  have  sinned  and  betrayed  the  guiltless ! 

He  cried  with  a  fevered  breath, 
As  he  threw  them  down  in  the  temple, 

And  rushed  to  a  madman's  death. 

Thirty  pieces  of  silver 

Lay  in  the  House  of  God  ; 
Thirty  pieces  of  silver, 

But  oh,  'twas  the  price  of  blood  ! 
And  so  for  a  place  to  bury 

The  strangers  in,  they  gave 
The  price  of  their  own  Messiah, 

Who  lay  in  a  borrowed  grave. 

It  may  not  be  for  silver, 

It  may  not  be  for  gold, 
But  still  by  tens  of  thousands, 

The  Prince  of  Life  is  sold  ; 
Sold  for  a  godless  friendship, 

Sold  for  a  selfish  aim, 
Sold  for  a  fleeting  trifle, 

Sold  for  an  empty  name  ; 
Sold  in  the  mart  of  Science, 

Sold  in  the  seat  of  Power, 
Sold  at  the  shrine  of  Fortune, 

Sold  in  Pleasure's  bower. 
Sold  where  the  awful  bargain 

None  but  God's  eye  can  see ! 
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Ponder,  my  soul,  the  question  : 

Shall  He  be  sold  by  thee  ? 
Sold  !     O  God,  what  a  moment ! 

Stifled  is  conscience1  voice — 
Sold  !     And  a  weeping  angel 

Records  the  fatal  choice  ! 
Sold  !     But  the  price  accepted 

To  a  living  coal  shall  turn, 
With  the  pangs  of  a  late  repentance 

Deep  in  the  soul  to  burn. 


THE   MINSTREL   TO   HIS 
MISUSED   LYRE 

COME  now,  my  lyre,  though  silent  long, 
Come  and  attune  my  humble  song ! 
I  ask  no  fabled  Muse  to  lend 
Me  wings,  on  which  I  may  ascend 
To  Ida's  or  Parnassus1  height — 
I  have  no  wish  for  such  a  flight. 
My  theme  is  humble  as  'tis  strange, 
For  o'er  my  soul  has  come  a  change. 
Men  would  but  laugh  if  I  should  tell 
Them  why  and  how  it  all  befell ; 
But  when  I  unto  thee  confide 
My  secrets  thou  dost  never  chide. 
Tuned  in  my  happiness  or  woe 
Thy  notes  still  sympathetic  flow  : 
Then,  in  mine  ear  reverberate 
This  I  to  thee  alone  relate. 

Once  I  was  active, — once,  my  lyre, 
Of  thee  my  hand  would  never  tire ; 
In  pleasing  tones  by  night  and  day 
Thy  cords  resounded  to  my  lay, 
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To  which  men  lent  a  ready  ear, 

Hearing  and  wishing  still  to  hear ; 

And,  'spite  the  obstacles  of  Fate, 

Thy  sweetness  soon  had  made  me  great. 

But  now  thy  vo^tries  wonder  why 

Thou  dost  so  long  in  silence  lie. 

"  Come,  sing  to  us,""  they,  thoughtless,  say ; 

But,  grieved  at  heart,  I  turn  away 

In  silent  sadness  to  retire 

With  thee,  my  long-neglected  lyre. 

Thou  wast  a  gift,  my  harp,  bestow'd 
Upon  me  by  a  gracious  God  ; 
Thy  fire  was  heavenly,  and  thy  tone 
Was  meant  to  please  His  ear  alone. 
Thy  faintest  note,  thy  feeblest  string, 
Thy  deepest  chord,  thy  strongest  ring 
Were  meant  to  echo  back  the  lays 
With  which  the  saints  thy  Giver  praise. 
Thy  worth  I  did  not  understand, 
And  mine  was  an  untutored  hand : 
I  knew  no  skill,  professed  no  art, 
But  touched  thee  from  a  simple  heart : 
His  name,  His  love,  His  praise,  His  might 
Were  themes  of  song  by  day  and  night : 
Content  if  He  but  heard  the  strain 
I  sought  no  other  ear  to  gain ! 
And  never  note  of  thine  was  dear 
But  as  it  reached  and  pleased  His  ear ; 
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Nor  was  I  conscious  of  thy  fire, 

And  scarcely  knew  I  had  a  lyre — 

So,  artlessly  and  free  from  guile, 

My  fingers  swept  thy  cords  awhile. 

True,  there  were  sweeter  songs  than  mine, 

And  more  harmonious  tones  than  thine, 

But  never  did  a  purer  fire 

More  unassuming  notes  inspire. 

Soon,  hearing,  some  began  to  praise 

The  sweetness  of  my  simple  lays. 

I  listened  to  their  flattering  words, 

And  touched  with  double  zeal  thy  cords — 

The  Giver's  ear  at  times  forgot, 

And  only  men's  approval  sought. 


Reminded  sometimes  of  my  wrong 
I  strove  for  Him  to  tune  my  song, 
But  from  my  now  half-hearted  lay 
He  sadly  turned  His  ear  away. 
Much  I  lamented,  wept,  and  sigh'd, 
Taxed  all  my  powers,  and  vainly  tried 
To  please  Him  and  my  votVies  too  ; 
But  further  from  me  He  withdrew, 
And  left  me  with  a  heavenly  lyre 
But  lacking  all  the  sacred  fire, 
Till  I  again,  with  contrite  heart, 
Would  yield  Him  all,  and  not  a  part. 
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But  I  had  caught  another  flame, 
And  heard  the  music  of  a  name, 
Which,  O  my  lyre  !  by  thy  sweet  tone 
I  quickly  sought  to  make  my  own. 
I  cared  no  more  what  it  might  cost, 
For  all  my  artlessness  was  lost : 
And,  casting  off  the  Giver's  will, 
I  worshipped  genius,  gathered  skill, 
Until  my  fingers  knew  the  art 
Which  touched  and  pleased  the  human  heart, 
And  eager  listeners  loved  my  lays, 
While  I  in  turn  fed  on  their  praise. 
E'en  when  I  touched  some  sacred  chord 
My  spirit  bowed  not  nor  ador'd, 
Nor  could  my  heart  presume  to  sing 
To  please  the  ear  of  Heaven's  King. 


I've  watched  the  trembling  tear-drop  start 
When  thy  sad  strains  have  moved  the  heart  ; 
I've  seen  the  weary  pilgrim  smile 
As  thou  his  sorrows  would'st  beguile — 
But  I  whose  fingers  o'er  thee  swept 
Was  seldom  glad,  and  seldom  wept. 
For  happiness  my  spirit  sighed, 
While  I  the  tears  of  others  dried, 
And  in  my  heart  were  scarcely  felt 
The  tones  which  other  hearts  could  melt ; 
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For  it  was  known  to  me  alone 
That  all  thy  sacred  fire  was  gone, 
And  that  thy  sweetest  note  but  grieved 
Him  from  Whose  hand  I  thee  received. 

But,  be  it  spoken  to  my  shame, 
While  thus  I  sought  an  empty  name, 
He  to  His  erring  one  drew  near 
And  whispered  gently  in  mine  ear 
Words  which  I  would  not,  dare  not  tell — 
But  'tis  enough,  they  broke  the  spell ! 
Fast  flowed  the  tear-drops  when  I  found 
What  vanities  my  soul  had  bound ! 
I  could  not  breathe  one  faint  excuse 
For  His  neglect  or  thy  misuse, 
But  laid  thee  down  in  grief  complete, 
And  fell  confessing  at  His  feet ; 
Thee  I  forgot,  myself  abhorred, 
And  all  my  misspent  time  deplor'd. 

And  thus,  my  lyre,  by  Sorrow  chained, 
Methinks  I  had  till  now  remained ; 
But  oh,  again  He  showed  His  face, 
Which  beamed  with  tenderness  and  grace  ! 
And,  as  when  seraphs  touch  the  chords 
Of  harps  elysian,  fell  the  words 
Which  spake  forgiveness,  stilled  my  fears, 
And  gave  me  joy  amidst  my  tears. 
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A  double  debtor  now  I  stand 
And  grasp  thee  with  a  trembling  hand ; 
No  more  I  seek  an  empty  name, 
No  more  by  thee  aspire  to  fame. 
But  lest  thou  prove  a  snare  again, 
Beneath  His  eye  thou  must  remain ; 
And  should  thy  notes  be  sad  or  sweet, 
When  done,  Til  lay  thee  at  His  feet, 
Nor  lift  thee  thence  again  until 
I  do  so  at  His  gracious  will. 

Go  now,  my  strange  but  humble  song ! 

And  though  thou  dost  to  me  belong, 

Nor  name,  nor  dwelling-place,  nor  date 

Shall  give  a  clue  to  my  estate 

To  bring  thee  low  or  make  thee  great ; 

But  in  thine  unsupported  worth, 

If  worth  thou  hast,  I  send  thee  forth. 

Not  that  I  dread  a  tarnished  name, 

Or  scorn  to  hang  my  head  in  shame ; 

But  if  another  grieving  one 

Who  may  have  erred,  as  I  have  done, 

Should  cast  his  eye  perchance  on  thee, 

I  would  not  have  him  think  of  me — 

To  such  make  thou  God's  sorrow  known, 

Win  back  his  heart,  and  be  his  own. 

Note. — This  was  intended  for  anonymous  publication. 


I   FLEE    UNTO   THEE   TO 
HIDE  ME 

PSALM  143 

A  WEARY,  homeless  stranger 

In  a  far  and  unknown  land, 
Benighted,  lone,  and  friendless, 

All  shelterless  I  stand  ; 
The  world  is  cold  and  cheerless, 

And  far  the  longed-for  goal — 
I  flee  unto  Thee  to  hide  me, 

Thou  Refuge  of  my  soul ! 

0  never-failing  Fortress 

In  sorrow,  pain,  and  strife  ! 
Thou  Refuge  of  the  weary, 

Thou  Light  of  Love  and  Life  ! 
The  dark,  lone  path  Thou  knowest, 

And  the  keen  and  bitter  blast — 

1  flee  unto  Thee  to  hide  me 
Till  the  storm  is  overpast ! 

I  cry,  but  none  doth  answer, 
For  light  I  vainly  wait : 

My  spirit  is  o'er  whelmed, 
And  my  heart  is  desolate. 
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I   FLEE   UNTO   THEE   TO   HIDE   ME     159 

The  darkness,  storm,  and  tempest 

Thy  hands  in  love  control — 
I  flee  unto  Thee  to  hide  me, 

Thou  Refuge  of  my  soul ! 

0  long  have  pride  and  passion 
Within  my  bosom  reign'd  ! 

And  long  some  human  fortress 

My  refuge  hath  remained ! 
Now  all  have  fled  and  left  me 

To  ruin  wild  and  vast — 

1  flee  unto  Thee  to  hide  me 

Till  the  storm  is  overpast ! 

0  Christ,  Thou  Saviour,  hear  me, 
Nor  silent  be  to  me ! 

1  can  but  through  the  darkness 

Stretch  helpless  hands  to  Thee. 
Reveal  Thy  face  and  cause  me 

Thy  mercy  to  extol — 
I  flee  unto  Thee  to  hide  me, 

Thou  Refuge  of  my  soul ! 

My  Shepherd,  true  and  tender  ! 

My  Refuge,  O  how  dear ! 
Thy  light  shone  out,  I  saw  Thee 

In  mercy  waiting  near ! 
My  Rock  and  my  Salvation ! 

I'm  safe  in  Thee  at  last ; 
And  Thou  wilt  surely  hide  me 

Till  the  storm  is  overpast. 


SHE   KISSED   HIS   FEET 

SHE  kissed  His  feet — 

Those  feet  that  trod  the  lonely  path  below, 
From  which  the  crimson  blood  so  soon  would  flow- 
In  grief  complete, 

While  weeping  there  with  broken  heart 
Tears  Mercy's  touch  alone  could  start, 
She  kissed  His  feet. 

Love's  token  this, 

And  Love's  fond  pledge  that  in  her  after  days 
She  would  Him  follow  Who  the  soul  could  raise 

From  sin's  abyss. 

Yes,  follow  Him  through  trials  all 
Till  she  before  His  feet  should  fall 
'Mid  heaven's  bliss. 

Thus  every  one 

Who  knows  the  Saviour's  frank,  forgiving  love, 
And  hopes  to  fall  before  His  feet  above, 

Has  kissed  God's  Son. 
Yea,  kissed  His  feet  in  pledge  that  they 
Would  not  through  all  life's  trying  way 
His  footprints  shun. 
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"ENTER  LIFE" 

MATT,  v.  29,  30. 

PLUCK  it  out  and  cast  it  from  thee ! 

Fling  it  to  the  winds  and  tide — 
Be  it  true  and  trusted  friendship, 

Be  it  counsellor  or  guide, 
Be  it  dearest  love,  as  cherished 

As  the  tender,  sheltered  eye, 
Tear  jit,  ruthless,  from  thy  bosom  ! 

Cast  it  from  thee  !     Wherefore  die  ? 

Tender  always  be  to  others, 

Sympathetic,  true  and  kind  ; 
Bear  with  failings  in  thy  fellows, 

Help  the  weak  who  lag  behind : 
But  unto  thyself  no  quarter 

Must  be  granted  in  the  strife ; 
Be  thy  motto  only,  always, 

44  Enter— enter  into  life." 

Cut  it  off  and  cast  it  from  thee — 
Precious  though  it  be,  and  dear ! 

Enter  into  life  though  halting, 

Maimed  and  crippled,  in  the  rear. 
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162  "ENTER   LIFE1 

Strong  of  limb  and  keen  of  vision, 
If  thou  canst,  the  portal  win  ; 

But,  if  needs  be,  blind  and  broken, 
Struggle  on,  and  enter  in. 

Yonder  shines  the  glowing  portal — 

Yonder  waits  undying  fame — 
Lo,  the  prize  is  Life  Immortal ! 

Failure  means  eternal  shame  ! 
Deathless  is  the  victor's  glory, 

Endless  calm  succeeds  the  strife  ! 
Be  the  conflict  grim  and  gory — 

Enter,  somehow,  into  life. 

Break  each  tie  by  God  unhallowed ; 

Reckon  not  the  earthly  cost. 
Own  no  human  claim  which  hinders — 

Be  thou  strong,  or  all  is  lost ! 
E'en  against  thy  tend'rest  feelings, 

Ruthless,  wage  the  mortal  strife. 
Tears  may  flow  when  thou  hast  conquered — 

Stanch  them  now,  and  enter  Life. 


HE  TOLD  ME  ALL 

SHE  left  her  waterpot,  and  ran 

The  wonderful  tale  to  tell 
Of  the  living  water,  and  the  Man 

Whom  she  met  at  Jacob's  well. 

"  I  found  Him  wearied,""  she  said,  "  and  lone. 

Beneath  the  shadowing  tree, 
And  in  a  sweet,  heart-thrilling  tone 

He  craved  a  drink  from  me. 

"  Then  He  spake  of  water  to  quench  the  thirst 

From  a  living  well  unseen ; 
But  when  I  sought  it,  He  showed  me  first 

What  a  sinner  I  had  been. 

"  He  told  me  all  that  ever  I  did— 

Each  act  of  my  life  lay  bare — 
O  !  nought  from  His  searching  gaze  was  hid 

As  I  stood  before  Him  there. 

"  I  owned  Him  a  prophet,  and  asked  Him  where 

True  worship  could  be  giv'n ; 
But  my  life  and  my  worship,  He  showed  me,  were 

Alike  unfit  for  Heaven. 
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164  HE   TOLD   ME   ALL 

"  '  Messiah's  coming,'  I  said,  '  is  nigh, 

And  then  we  shall  all  agree  : ' 
And  with  heavenly  sweetness  He  answered,  '  / 

That  speak  unto  thee  am  He? 

"  And  I  know  it  is  true,  for  a  power  divine 

That  moment  my  spirit  freed. 
I  believe  what  He  said  and  I  claim  Him  mine, 

For  He  meets  my  deepest  need. 

"  Come,  see  !  in  my  bosom  cannot  be  hid 

A  blessing  so  unpriced  ; 
He  told  me  all  that  ever  I  did — 

Oh,  say,  is  He  not  the  Christ  ?  " 


BREAD  CAST  UPON  THE  WATERS 

'TWAS  but  a  wayside  message, 

A  burning  word  of  love, 
Said  while  a  prayer  for  blessing 

Rose  silently  above : 
They  met  and  parted  strangers, 

Nor  met  on  earth  again, 
But  the  sower's  Master  whisper'd, 

"Thy  labours  are  not  vain." 

Twas  but  a  plodding  preacher 

On  a  far  and  foreign  shore, 
But  he  told  a  simple  story 

Which  he  loved  to  linger  o'er, 
How,  long  ago,  a  stranger 

In  an  earnest,  pleading  voice 
Had  spoken  words  which  led  him 

To  make  his  soul's  great  choice. 

Twas  but  a  humble  death-bed 

With  few  around  to  weep, 
But  the  spirit  rose  in  triumph 

When  the  toiler  fell  asleep ; 
And  waiting  there  to  greet  him 

To  the  blessed  rest  above 
Was  the  stranger  who  first  told  him 

Of  the  Saviour's  wondrous  love. 
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SOME  ONE   IS   PRAYING 

O,  SOME  one  is  praying  for  me ! 
Far  away  o'er  the  deep,  blue  sea, 
Or  nearer  at  hand 
In  this  foreign  land  ; 

But  wherever  the  spot,  the  thought  is  grand 
That  somewhere  some  one  lowly  bends, 
And  a  fervent  prayer  to  Heaven  sends, 
To  which  the  Father  in  love  attends, 
And  blesses  me  richly  and  free. 


A  heavenly  calm  I  feel 
Now  over  my  spirit  steal ! 
Tis  an  angel  fair, 
In  answer  to  prayer, 
With  words  of  love  and  a  blessing  rare, 
Which  the  care  of  God  has  caused  to  fly 
From  the  bright  empyreal  throne  on  high, 
That  now  to  my  drooping  heart  is  nigh 
With  the  balm  its  wound  to  heal. 


SOME   ONE   IS  PRAYING  167 

Tis  sweet  to  be  borne  above 
In  a  brother's  or  sister's  love- 
in  a  kindred  heart 
To  have  such  a  part 

That  it  shares  our  joy  and  feels  our  smart, 
And  often  before  the  Throne  of  Grace 
Beholds  us  in  vision  face  to  face, 
And  breathes  our  name  in  the  holy  place 
When  far  from  each  other  we  rove. 

O  brother,  where'er  you  be, 
When  you  pray  remember  me ! 
For  this  heart  of  mine 
May  in  sorrow  pine, 
No  star  on  my  dark  horizon  shine, 
And,  when  I  am  filled  with  gloom  and  fear, 
The  Lord  your  request  for  me  shall  hear, 
And  my  helpless  craft  in  safety  steer, 
Till  again  your  face  I  see. 


"THOU  KNOWEST" 

"  THOU  knowest !  "     What  deep  thoughts  the  words 

awake ! 

Oft  when  my  grief-pressed  heart  seems  like  to  break 
I  breathe  them  softly,  and  fresh  courage  take, 
Thou  knowest. 

Thou  knowest,  Lord,  that  in  my  heart  of  hearts, 
Though  for  my  failings  oft  the  tear-drop  starts, 
I  love  Thee  with  the  fondness  grace  imparts, 
Thou  knowest. 

Thou  knowest  every  sorrow  unexpressed 
That  throbs  within  the  unsuspected  breast ; 
The  pang  unknown  to  those  who  love  me  best 
Thou  knowest. 

Thou  knowest  all  the  tides  of  life's  strange  sea, 
And  every  joy  and  grief  they  bring  to  me ; 
And  my  desire  through  all  to  live  for  Thee 
Thou  knowest. 

Thou  knowest  every  foe  that  lurks  within, 
Each  untold  conflict  with  the  powers  of  sin  ; 
My  loneness,  too,  amid  the  world's  rude  din, 
Thou  knowest. 
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"THOU   KNOWEST"  169 

Thou  knowest  every  heart- pang,  and  dost  hear 
The  sigh  that  breaks  upon  no  human  ear ; 
The  secret  sorrow,  and  the  unseen  tear 
Thou  knowest. 

Thou  knowest  when  I  am  misunderstood, 
When  what  I  do  is  far  from  what  I  would, 
My  faults,  too,  which  the  strictest  search  elude, 
Thou  knowest. 

Thou  knowest  what  these  lips  have  ne'er  expressed — 
The  Heaven-created  yearnings  of  my  breast ; 
And  all  my  longings  for  Thy  perfect  rest 
Thou  knowest. 

Thou  knowest !  Oh,  when  this  poor  heart  must  bear 
The  hidden  grief  which  none  can  know  or  share, 
How  oft  these  words  have  mingled  with  my  prayer — 
Thou  knowest. 

Thou  knowest  all  things,  and  Fin  glad  'tis  so ; 
On  this  I  rest  through  life's  strange  ebb  and  flow ; 
In  health  or  sickness,  happiness  or  woe, 
All  that  I  cannot,  need  not,  would  not  know, 
Thou  knowest. 

Where'er  this  body  'neath  the  clods  shall  lie, 
There  let  this  sentence  only  meet  the  eye, 
To  tell  life's  tale  and  point  my  hope  on  high : 
"  Thou  knowest." 


THREE   IN   ONE 

O  DEAR  to  the  child  is  the  thought  of  a  father, 

And  proudly  it  boasts  of  his  love  and  his  care  ; 
How  precious  the  lessons  from  him  it  may  gather ! 

How  much  for  the  child  will  he  suffer  and  dare ! 
But  dearer  the  thought  of  a  Father  in  heaven, 

As  greater  His  love  and  more  powerful  His  hand ; 
Divine  as  Himself  is  the  life  He  hath  given — 

Eternal  His  home  in  the  fair,  cloudless  land. 

O  cherished  and  loved  is  the  one  who  befriended — 

Who  came  forth  to  succour  in  time  of  deep  need : 
Whose   heart  had   the   pity — whose   arm   hath   de- 
fended— 

Who  bled  for  the  people  that  loved  him  indeed. 
But  myriads  on  myriads  through  ages  of  ages 

Shall  honour  His  name  Who  hath  died  for  His  foes ; 
What  tears  of  repentance  have  dimmed  the  sweet  pages 

Which  tell  how  He  loved,  how  He  died,  how  He  rose  ! 

O  fair  is  the  east  when  the  morning  is  breaking 
And  bathing  the  mountains  in  billows  of  light ; 

And  sweet  is  the  earth  when  the  flowers  ara  awaking 
And  lifting  their  heads  after  winter's  long  night. 
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THREE   IN  ONE  171 

But  sweeter  than  springtide — surpassing  in  glory 
The  light  when  it  rolls  over  mountain  and  plain, 

Is  the  Spirit  of  God  with  the  heart-thrilling  story 
Of  the  Christ  Who  hath  come  and  is  coming  again 

O  TRIUNE  ETERNAL — Thou  FATHER  of  Mercies, 
Thou  SON  of  his  Love,  and  thou  SPIRIT  of  Grace  ! 

When  seraph  to  seraph  Thy  glory  rehearses 
They  breathe  adoration  with  wing-veiled  face. 

Yet,  they  who  through  mercy  and  grace  are  forgiven 
Because  of  the  Love  which  Thy  heart  hath  bestow'd, 

May  know  Thee,  and   name   Thee,   their  Father  m 
Heaven, 

Their   Saviour  and   Friend,   and    their    Comforter — 
GOD. 


GATHERED   UP 

WHEN  father  and  mother  forsake  me 

Jehovah  will  gather  me  up ; 
From  the  desert  toils  He'll  take  me 

And  sweeten  my  bitter  cup  : 
For  He  feeds  His  flock  like  a  shepherd, 

And  gathers  the  lambs  with  His  arm, 
And  carries  them  safe  in  His  bosom, 

Where  nor  wolf  nor  want  can  harm. 
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HEREAFTER  THOU  SHALT  KNOW 

JOHN  xiii.  7 

0  LORD,  my  life's  a  mystery 
I  do  not  understand ; 

The  end  of  all  Thy  ways  with  me 

1  do  not  know ;  I  scarce  can  see 

At  times  Thy  guiding  hand. 

I  often,  in  my  unbelief, 

Distrust  Thy  love  and  care, 
And  from  my  senses  seek  relief, 
Which  wounds  Thy  heart,  while  double  grief, 

Resulting,  is  my  share. 

A  foolish,  wayward  child  am  I," 

So  easy  turned  aside ! 
Oft  I  into  the  future  pry, 
And,  doubting,  ask  the  reason  why 

Thou  thus,  O  Lord,  dost  guide. 

Great  Teacher !  firmly  grasp  my  hand 

And  lead  me  while  I  go, 
For  Thou  hast  said  Thy  purpose  grand, 
Which  yet  I  do  not  understand, 

Hereafter  I  shall  know. 
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PEACE 

PEACE!  PEACE!  PEACE! 

He  spake,  and  the  waves  were  still ! 
So,  He  made  the  storm  of  my  life  to  cease 

In  the  calm  of  His  perfect  will. 

O  sweet  for  the  tempest-driven 
When  he  hears  the  voice  of  God, 

And  the  everlasting  peace  of  Heaven 
In  his  heart  is  shed  abroad  ! 

And  his  barque  glides  safely  on 
To  the  haven  in  God's  own  river, 

Till  the  bar  is  crossed  and  the  port  is  won, 
And  his  rest  shall  be  for  ever. 

PEACE  !  PEACE  !  PEACE  ! 

For  the  storm  hath  had  its  will ; 
And  God  hath  bidden  the  winds  to  cease 

And  the  waters  to  be  still. 
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LYRICS 


LOVE'S  MAGIC  SPELL 

OFT  I  recall  the  moment  when 

Love's  magic  spell  first  thrilled  my  soul ; 
Entranced  was  all  my  being  then — 

Thou  the  supreme,  the  one  Control. 

To  music  all  my  pulses  beat, 

And  throbbed  my  heart  in  joyous  glee ; 
The  world  lay- conquered  at  my  feet, 

For  life  was  only  full  of  thee. 

The  earth  was  decked  with  fairer  flowers 
And  brighter  shone  the  heaven  above ; 

Enchanted  were  the  heedless  hours, 
And  all  the  universe  breathed  love. 

I  moved  a  prince,  a  king,  a  god — 
Unconscious  of  all  power  but  thine: 

THY  will,  like  Jove's  almighty  nod, 
Controlling  and  directing  mine. 
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THE   LIVING   LOST 

FROM  Death's  fell  stroke  Time  brings  relief, 
E'en  from  the  grave  new  hopes  will  spring ; 

I  strangely  mourn  a  living  grief — 
A  living  sorrow  sadly  sing. 

Friends  mention  oft  the  dead  one's  name 
In  whispered  accents,  soft  and  low, 

But  he  who  mourns  the  living's  shame 
Must  mourn  in  secret,  silent  woe. 

We  hope  no  coming  from  the  grave, 
Nor  fear  for  those  whoVe  thither  gone ; 

But  for  the  living  lost  we  crave 

In  hope  and  fear  while  years  roll  on, 

And  keep  our  vigils  in  the  night, 
And  still  for  their  returning  pray  ; 

Nor  close  the  gate,  nor  quench  the  light, 
Lest,  coming,  they  might  turn  away. 
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ON   EQUAL   TERMS 

No  earthly  hand  e'er  joined  us 
And  no  vow  was  sealed  above, 

Yet  the  sacred  ties  which  bind  us 
Are  the  ties  of  truth  and  love. 

A  truth  as  clear  as  heaven, 
As  fresh  as  the  mountain  dew, 

And  a  holy  love  that's  given 
But  seldom  and  to  few. 

And  not  as  a  thing  above  thee, 
Nor  a  thing  beneath  thy  feet, 

But  on  equal  terms  I  love  thee, 
As  on  equal  grounds  we  meet. 

With  a  love  intensely  human, 
Yet  without  a  sensuous  end — 

The  love  of  a  man  for  a  woman, 

But  the  love  of  a  friend  for  a  friend. 
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TELL  ME  NOT  SHE  WAS  UNTRUE 

SAY  that  my  waning  love  she  grieved, 
Say  I  was  harsh,  and  cruel  too, 

Say  she  was  tempted  and  deceived — 
But  tell  me  not  she  was  untrue. 

Say  she  was  human,  frail  and  weak, 

Say  evil  overcame  her  will — 
Say  anything,  if  you  must  speak, 

But  say  not  she  intended  ill. 

If  you  should  prove  her  all  to  blame, 

Excuses  many  I  could  find ; 
But  rather  never  breathe  her  name 

Than  say  that  she  could  be  unkind. 

For  oh,  her  love  was  deep  and  strong, 
Her  kindness  and  devotion  rare ! 

To  weave  her  virtues  into  song 

Angelic  minstrels  scarce  would  dare. 
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EACH   SOUND   THAT'S   PLEASANT 

EACH  sound  that's  pleasant,  sweet,  and  rare, 
Each  feeling  pure  and  true  and  kind, 

And  all  things  beautiful  and  fair 
Recall  thee  fondly  to  my  mind. 

But  when  I  try  to  sing  of  thee 

The  sweetest  accents  will  not  please ; 

My  fingers  roam  from  key  to  key 
In  vain  for  fitting  melodies. 

All  language  fails — all  metaphor 
And  all  the  subtlest  tints  of  art— 

Nor  is  there  aught  in  lovers'  lore 
To  ease  the  burden  of  my  heart. 

My  songless  silence  cease  to  blame, 
For,  when  I  strike  the  sweetest  chord 

And  breathe  but  once  thy  cherished  name, 
There's  music  in  no  other  word. 


WHY   HARPING   ON   THIS 
MINOR   STRAIN? 

"  WHY  harping  on  this  minor  strain  ? 

Such  grieving  savours  of  excess. 
Your  song  is,  as  your  sorrow,  vain, 

Both  spring  alike  from  selfishness. 

"  She  may  be  happier  away : 

The  well  contented  seldom  roam ; 

From  those  who  love  we  rarely  stray ; 
Few  wander  from  a  happy  home. 

"  You  but  appreciate  her,  gone ; 

You  seldom  told  her  she  was  dear ; 
You  sing  her  virtues,  left  alone, 

You  sung  them  not  when  she  was  near." 

t 

Your  words  are  only  partly  true — 
Oft  I  reproach  myself  with  such — 

But  you'd  have  pity  if  you  knew 

What  throbbing  wounds  your  sayings  touch, 
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PARTING   LINES   TO   W.    S. 

WHILE  hearts  in  sympathetic  love 

So  truly  beat  as  thine  and  mine, 
All  time  and  distance  can  but  prove 

How  strong  the  kinship — how  divine. 
Had  I  for  ever  by  my  side 

A  friend  so  tried  and  loved  as  thou, 
Somehow  I  fear  a  selfish  pride 

Would  settle  coldly  on  my  brow. 

But  we  must  love  and  live  apart, 

Learning  to  lean  on  God  alone, 
And  still  with  strong  and  purposed  heart, 
Not  fainting  though  a  tear  may  start, 

Each  labour  till  his  work  is  done. 

Note. — The  above  is  an  acrostic  containing  two  names.  If  the 
initial  letters  in  the  lines  of  the  first  verse  are  carefully  noted  the 
name  Shaw  will  appear  twice. 


IF  THIS  LONE  ROOM  SHE 
ENTERED  NOW 

IF  this  lone  room  she  entered  now 
And  came  and  stood  beside  my  chair. 

And  laid  her  hand  upon  my  brow 
And  ran  her  fingers  through  my  hair, 

And  said,  "  I  dreamed  that  I  had  gone 
To  other  lands  with  other  friends, 

And  left  you  grieving  here  alone, 

But  lo,  'tis  thus  my  dreaming  ends  ! " 

Not  strange,  I  own,  such  speech  would  seem 
I'd  gently  draw  her  close  to  me 

And  say,  "  I  also  had  a  dream — 
But  I  forget— so,  let  it  be." 

"  Forgive  me,"  she  would,  weeping,  say ; 

"  For  in  that  dream  I  seemed  to  live." 
And  I  would  wipe  her  tears  away 

And  say,  "  There's  nothing  to  forgive." 


TWO  WOMEN 

Two  women  came  into  his  life — 
He  loved  one  and  one  loved  him ; 

The  loved  became  his  wedded  wife, 
The  other  grew  a  memory  dim. 

She  whom  he  loved,  who  bore  his  name, 
But  spent  his  wealth  and  scarred  his  heart, 

Was  last  to  praise  and  first  to  blame, 
No  matter  how  he  played  his  part. 

She  who  loved  him,  with  honour  high, 
Named  not  his  name  nor  saw  his  face ; 

Yet  in  her  life,  she  knew  not  why, 
No  man  could  fill  his  sacred  place. 

With  her  he  loved,  through  many  years 
His  life  was  loveless  and  forlorn  ; 

She  who  loved  him,  in  grief  and  tears 

Prayed  God  to  bless  him,  night  and  morn. 

Two  women  live,  and  he  is  dead. 

One  flaunts  her  heart  in  widow's  weeds ; 
The  other's  tears  by  stealth  are  shed, 

And  only  God  her  anguish  heeds. 

183 


WHO  GREATLY  LOVE  MAY 
GREATLY  ERR 

BRING  forth  the  crown  of  thorns  ye  wove 
For  her,  and  place  it  on  my  brows, 

And  talk  no  more  of  sinful  love, 
Of  injured  hearts  and  broken  vows. 

Who  greatly  love  may  greatly  err, 
But  greatly  must  they  suffer  too  : 

Far  other  wreath  you'd  make  for  her 
If  half  her  wretchedness  you  knew. 

You  cannot  know  how  dear  she  was — 
How  sweetly  kind,  how  gently  good, 

Or  in  your  judgment  you  would  pause 
And  say,  "  I  have  misunderstood  !  " 

What !  You  refuse  to  put  the  crown 
Of  thorns  upon  my  hapless  head  ! 

Then,  in  your  pity,  lay  it  down 

And  weave  a  cypress  wreath  instead. 

Put  passion  blossom  here  and  there — 
That  used  to  be  her  favourite  flower — 

Then  go  and  crown  her  with  it  where 
The  ringdove  woos  the  twilight  hour. 
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ACROSTIC 

B  RIGHTER  has  been  my  darksome  path  for  tbee, 

L  ighter  the  burden  of  the  toilsome  day ; 

A  nd  useful,  sweet  and  long  thy  life  would  be 

C  ould  prayers  or  wishes  made  and  breathed  by  me 

Keep  all  the  dreaded  ills  of  life  away. 
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FOUR  YEARS   AGO 

FOUR  years  ago  !     Four  years  to-night, 

He  sat  where  I  am  sitting  now, 
The  same  half-shaded,  homely  light 

Playing  upon  his  placid  brow. 

My  hair  was  then  of  raven  hue, 

With  silvered  streaks  but  here  and  there  ; 
Life's  task  seemed  scarcely  half-way  through, 

And  Hope  still  smiled  at  Fear  and  Care. 

Now  wintry  snows  surround  my  head, 
Grief  clings  about  my  lonely  heart, 

And  when  I  hear  a  youthful  tread 
My  pulses  throb,  my  tear-drops  start. 

Thus  fails  my  fondest  hope  on  earth  ! 

To-day  he  had  been  twenty-one, 
And  song  and  dance  had  cheered  the  hearth 

Which  mourns  to-night  an  only  son. 
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ACROSTIC 

JUST  as  in  the  rainbow  blended, 
Each  with  other's  grace  attended, 
A 11  the  beauteous  shades  of  light, 
N  oiseless,  steal  upon  the  sight, 
I  n  thy  life,  serenely  sweet, 
E  very  grace  and  virtue  meet. 

B  rief  as  is  the  rainbow's  stay, 
L  istless  as  its  parting  ray, 
A  s  its  beauties  now  are  spread, 
Now  dissolved,  evanished,  fled — 
E  ven  so  thy  fitful  light  is  shed  ! 


187 


THE   LONELY   SWALLOW   ON 
THE   BEACH 

THE  lonely  swallow  on  the  beach, 

Its  mates  with  fleeting  summer  flown, 

Which  twitters  incoherent  speech 
In  pensive  mood  and  minor  tone — 

While  o'er  the  world,  in  thoughtless  flight, 
They  chase  the  summer  in  its  round, 

He  shivers  through  the  autumn  night 
To  perish  on  the  wintry  ground. 

The  nest  still  clings  upon  the  wall 
Of  yon  snug  cottage  by  the  wood, 

But  lone  is  he,  for  flown  are  all 
The  fledglings  of  his  little  brood. 

Forsaken  thus,  I  pass  the  days 

Of  life,  which  else  had  been  its  prime, 

Crooning  strange,  incoherent  lays 
In  fitful  verse  and  pensive  rhyme. 
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A  REFLECTION 

IF  all  my  words  I  could  unsay 
Which  have  not  cheered  Life's  weary  way, 
And  every  action  could  undo 
That  I  in  part  or  wholly  rue, 
And  every  moment  could  unlive 
Which  now  to  better  things  Fd  give ; 
Few  words  of  mine  would  live  with  men, 
My  deeds  a  palsied  hand  might  pen, 
And  I  would  be  a  child  again. 


ONE   MORN   SHE   CAME   NOT 

THE  little  garden  and  the  flowers — 

The  flowers  which  owned  her  skill  and  care- 
Recall  the  happy  morning  hours 

When  all  was  bright — for  she  was  there. 

In  garden  wrapper,  gloves  and  shoes, 
And  pink  sun-bonnet,  quaint  and  neat, 

(Herself  a  flower  of  magic  hues) 

She  came  her  sister  flowers  to  greet. 

The  roses  sweeter  odours  shed, 

The  sunflowers  deeper  shadows  cast, 

Each  humbler  flow'ret  raised  its  head 
And  paid  her  homage  as  she  passed. 

One  morn  she  came  not,  and  a  gloom 
Fell,  darkening,  over  flowers  and  lawn  ! 

Nor  yet  she  cometh — she  for  whom 

They  pine  and  waste  from  dawn  to  dawn ! 
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ACROSTIC 

B  EST  of  all  on  earth  and  dearest — 
E  ye  and  heart  and  hand  to  me  ! 

R  iches,  honour,  power,  and  greatne 
These  were  nought  if  wanting  thee  ! 

H  ow  shall  life  be  lived  without  thee  ? 
A 11  its  threads  entwine  about  thee  ! 


AND   COULD   I   BE   DECEIVED? 

AND  could  I  be  deceived  ?     I  seem 

Awaking  from  some  cruel  dream, 

As  wakes  the  culprit  through  whose  mind 

Visions  of  friends  and  home  have  passed, 
For  all  his  fancied  bliss  to  find 

Death's  shameful  morn  arrived  at  last, 
O'er  which  his  dreams,  false  and  unkind, 

Do  but  a  darker  shadow  cast. 
O  cruel  truth  to  burst  the  seal 
Which  can  but  misery  reveal, 
And  break  Delusion's  soothing  spell 
Which  wretched  man  enjoys  so  well ! 
Or  is  this  truth  ?     If  so,  I'd  give 
The  world  again  deceived  to  Jive ! 
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ACROSTIC 

S  INCE  in  thy  home  I  found  a  resting-place, 

P  ermit  thy  name  my  simple  verse  to  grace. 

E  ach  time  I  look  on  this  I'll  think  of  thee, 

N  or  shall  it  fail  thee  to  remind  of  me  : 

C  hange  though  we  may,  far  though  our  paths  may 

sever, 
E  ndeared  are  thee  and  thine  to  me  for  ever. 
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GO  LEAVE  ME  LONELY  TO 
MY  GRIEF 

Go  leave  me  lonely  to  my  grief 

Which  deepens  with  the  passing  years  : 

Why  should  you  grudge  me  the  relief, 
The  poor  relief  of  silent  tears  ? 

Or  if  you  wish  to  understand, 

Come  to  the  home  that  used  to  be  ; 

See  there  the  magic  of  her  hand 

And  what  her  absence  means  to  me. 

That  used  to  be  her  favourite  chair — 
To  you  it  seems  a  common  thing  ; 

To  me  it  is  a  relic  rare 

To  which  a  thousand  memories  cling. 

She  hung  those  pictures  on  the  wall, 
She  filled  these  vases  oft  with  bloom, 

And — oh  !  I  cannot  tell  you  all — 
Her  memory  lives  in  every  room  ! 
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"SO  NEAR  AND  YET  SO  FAR" 

O  LADY  fair,  if  thou  wert  mine, 
And  I  were  truly  loved  by  thee, 

My  bliss  would  be  so  near  divine 

The  gods  themselves  might  envy  me ! 

Wert  thou  a  queen,  and  I  a  slave 
Who  bears  the  cup  his  lady  sips, 

Alone  in  secret  I  would  crave 

To  drain  the  dregs  which  touched  thy  lips. 

Wert  thou  the  slave,  and  I  a  king, 
Not  long,  I  vow,  I'd  reign  alone, 

For  I  would  lose  my  crown,  or  bring 
Thee  wooed  and  wedded  to  my  throne ! 

But,  being  as  and  what  we  are, 
Our  paths  must  ever  lie  apart — 

Alas  !  "  so  near  and  yet  so  far  " 

May  feed  the  mind,  but  starves  the  heart. 
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WHEN   IN   MY  PRAYERS 

WHEN  in  my  prayers  I  breathe  her  name 
Sometimes  I  pause  in  silent  tears, 

And  think  of  her  as  still  the  same 
Dear  clinging  thing  of  former  years. 

And  then,  as  if  she  too  should  kneel, 
And  kneeling,  joined  by  silent  prayer, 

Her  breath,  her  touch,  I  seem  to  feel 
For  one  sweet,  sacred  moment  there. 

But  when  the  happy  vision's  flown 
And  ruthless  truth  fills  up  its  place, 

I  rise  to  live  my  life  alone 
In  desolation,  wide  as  space. 

I  dare  not  think  her  aught  but  good 
And  beautiful  and  true  and  kind ! 

If  other  thoughts  do  but  intrude, 
They  work  a  madness  in  my  mind. 
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NO  MORNING  BREAKS 

No  morning  breaks  or  dull  or  bright, 
Be  I  on  mountain,  vale,  or  sea, 

But  on  its  earliest  rays  of  light 

Wings  my  awaking  thoughts  to  thee. 

And  when  the  weary  day  is  done 
I  gaze  into  the  glowing  west 

And  wish  that,  with  the  setting  sun, 
My  spirit  could  be  hushed  to  rest. 

But  mornings  break  and  evenings  close, 
And  seasons  slowly  pass  away, 

The  while,  in  grief  which  hourly  grows, 
I  mourn  for  thee  from  day  to  day. 

O  Angel  Soul,  by  heaven  sent 
Awhile  my  guide  and  stay  to  be  ! 

Behold  my  heart  with  anguish  rent, 
My  life  beloned  for  want  of  thee. 
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HERE,  HERE  MY  FOOLISH  HEART 
AT  LAST 

HERE,  here,  my  foolish  heart,  at  last 
All  trust  in  mortal  man  must  end ! 
Methought,  these  years  of  searching  past, 
Fd  found  at  length  one  perfect  friend. 
"  Like  draws  to  like  " — What  wonder  then 
That  he  so  like  myself  should  prove ! 
Oh  heart  so  prone  to  trust  in  men, 
Nothing  is  perfect  here  to  love ! 
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TIME  CHANGES  ALL  THINGS 

"  TIME  changes  all  things  !     By  degrees 
The  mountains  merge  into  the  main, 

To  form  again  beneath  the  seas 
With  many  a  future  smiling  plain. 

"  And  I  have  seen  the  cypress  wreath 
Change  slowly  into  orange  bloom, 

As  they  who  most  lamented  death 
Have  come  to  bless  the  silent  tomb. 

"  And  Time  will  surely  dry  your  tears, 
So  that  when  you  these  hours  recall 

In  the  fair  light  of  future  years, 

You'll  wonder  that  you  grieved  at  all." 

You  do  but  mock  me !     True  it  is 

That  matter  changes  place  and  form — 

That  rest  and  calm  may  yet  be  his 
Whose  present  lot  is  toil  and  storm  ; 

But  only  once,  and  to  but  one, 
Can  Love,  with  passions  infinite, 

Till  Time  is  dead — while  ceons  run — 
The  heart,  the  soul,  the  life  unite. 
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SHE   LOVED   YOU  NOT 

"  ARISE  !     Construct  your  life  anew, 
Nor  fruitless  tears  for  ever  shed ; 

She  seldom  ever  thinks  of  you, 

Or,  thinking,  wishes  you  were  dead. 

"  No  tender  memories  thrill  her  breast ; 

Your  silly  song  she  will  not  heed  ; 
She  stayed  while  staying  pleased  her  best, 

And  left  you  in  your  hour  of  need. 

"  She  loved  you  not — Nay,  do  not  start — 
Love  unto  death  itself  will  cling. 

She  played  a  cruel,  clever  part ; 

You  do  but  mourn  a  worthless  thing.*" 

Your  words  are  false!    She  loved  too  well, 
With  love  which  nothing  selfish  swayed  ! 

Suspend  your  judgment —  Who  can  tell 
But  loving  less  she  ne'er  had  strayed  ? 
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ACROSTIC 

J  EWEL  far  above  all  price, 

E  ver  growing  dearer  ; 

A  ngel  of  my  boyish  choice, 

N  ever  seenVst  thou  nearer  ! 

I  hear  thy  whispers  in  my  soul 

E  ven  though  seas  between  us  roll. 
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THY  HAUNTING   FACE 

DAILY  I  walk  the  busy  street, 

And,  though  I  know  thou  art  not  there, 
I  scrutinise  each  face  I  meet 

With  feelings  verging  on  despair. 

The  good,  the  virtuous  I  see, 

And  grace  with  beauty  oft  combined  ; 
But  none  to  be  compared  with  thee, 

Thou  sweetest,  best  of  womankind  ! 


Sometimes  when  chilly  evening  falls 
I  seek  my  snug  lore-plenished  room, 

Where  many  a  volume  on  the  walls 
Makes  offer  to  dispel  my  gloom. 

Vain  are  their  efforts  to  engage — 
On  all  the  shelves  thy  hand  I  trace, 

And  still  the  lines  of  every  page 
Will  only  form  thy  haunting  face  ! 
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FROM   THE   GERMAN 

You  greeted  first  the  world  with  tears  and  crying, 
Though  smiling  faces  happy  watch  were  keeping ; 

So  live  your  life  that  you  may  smile  when  dying — 
All  others  weeping. 


LINES  OF 

SOUTH  AFRICAN  INTEREST 

THE   BROOK 
OB,  ONWARD  TO  THE  SEA 

[The  subject  of  these  lines  is  Toise  River,  beside  which  the 
author  lived  for  two  happy  years  and  three  months.] 

OFTEN  in  the  eventide, 

When  the  sun  is  low, 
To  the  quiet,  deserted  side 

Of  a  brook  I  go. 

Then,  between  the  night  and  day, 

When  all  nature's  still, 
I,  released  from  labour,  may 

Hear  its  song  at  will. 

And  its  music  makes  me  think 

Of  the  Happy  Land, 
Where  the  harpers  on  the  brink 

Of  Life's  River  stand, 
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THE   BROOK 

Thus  my  cares  are  charmed  away 

Till  I  quite  forget 
All  the  doings  of  the  day, 

And  the  sun  has  set. 

'Tis  an  hour  I  would  not  give 
For  the  whole  day  long ; 

Happier  I  scarce  would  live, 
Nor  have  sweeter  song. 

O  thou  little  rippling  brook, 
Much  I  learn  from  thee, 

As  I  from  thy  rising  look 
Onward  to  the  sea  ! 

First  thy  virgin  stream  is  caught 
Fresh  from  Grey  town  Hill, 

And  throughout  a  garden  plot 
Led  in  many  a  drill. 

Then,  rejoicing  to  be  free, 
Leaping  rock  and  ridge, 

Bounding  onward  merrily 
Through  the  railway  bridge. 

Passing,  blithe,  my  fav'rite  seat, 

Singing  on  thy  way, 
Laughing,  dancing,  at  my  feet, 

Sporting  time  away. 
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Soon  the  Wool  wash  dam  is  press'd, 

And  thy  gathered  stream 
Forced  to  pause  and  think  and  rest 

In  the  sun's  stern  gleam. 

Now  for  thee,  thou  free-born  thing, 

Toil  and  trouble  wait ! 
Wilt  thou  brave  the  wheel,  and  sing 

Through  the  iron  gate  ? 

Forth  I  saw  thee  dash  and  bound, 

Glad  and  gay  and  strong, 
While  the  creaking  wheel  went  round 

To  thy  dance  and  song  ! 

Leaping  down  the  steep  cascades, 

WandVing  through  the  hills, 
Gleaning  from  the  rocky  shades 

All  the  trickling  rills ; 

Echoing  through  the  deep  ravine, 

Lingering  o^er  the  plain, 
Where  in  turn  the  bush  is  seen 

And  the  growing  grain, 

Till  at  Wartburg  thou  art  found, 

There  with  sluggish  pace, 
Long  to  linger,  circling  round 

All  the  lovely  place. 
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Thence  thy  course  I  cease  to  trace — 
Many  a  curve  and  leap 

Leads  thee  on  with  fitful  pace 
To  the  river  deep. 

Then,  thy  debt  to  Nature  paid, 
As  mine  soon  shall  be, 

Silently  thou  art  conveyed 
Onward  to  the  sea. 

Though  thou  art  a  river  named, 
Thou  art  but  a  brook, 

Rippling,  dancing,  and  untamed 
Everywhere  I  look. 

Pure  as  crystal,  clear  as  light, 
Is  thy  sparkling  stream — 

Gurgling  onward  day  and  night 
Like  a  pleasing  dream. 

'Spite  of  each  opposing  force 

Holding  on  thy  way, 
All  along  thy  winding  course 

Making  Nature  gay. 

Where  the  rocks  thy  way  impede 
Loudest  thou  wilt  sing, 

Making  forest,  hill  and  mead 
With  thy  music  ring. 
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Dancing  through  each  shady  nook 

In  perpetual  glee : 
Happy  little  singing  brook, 

Would  I  were  like  thee  ! 

Would  my  course  through  life,  like  thine, 

Wore  a  verdant  hue, 
That  my  way,  by  strength  divine, 

I  could  so  pursue ! 

Would  that  I,  like  thee,  could  live 

With  no  selfish  aim ; 
That  such  music  I  could  give 

With  no  wish  for  fame ! 

For,  had  I  thy  graceful  ways 

And  thy  guileless  art, 
I  to  conscious  bliss  might  raise 

Many  a  drooping  heart. 

Flow,  thou  little  rippler,  flow 

To  thy  destiny ! 
Swift  and  sure  as  thou  I  go 

To  eternity. 

I,  to  where  the  spirit  craves 

To  be  blest  and  free  ; 
Thou,  to  mingle  with  the  waves — 

Onward  to  the  sea. 


THE    RAND   REFUGEE 

INSULTED,  ignored  by  a  misguided  race 

As  brave  as  his  own,  but  with  leaders  untrue ; 
Denied  a  political  voice  in  the  place 

Which  great  by  his  skill  and  his  energy  grew ; 
He  stayed  till  the  gauntlet  to  Britain  was  thrown, 

Till  they  vowed  that  her  sons  they  would  drive  to 

the  sea ; 
Then  he  looked  to  his  queen  and  his  country  alone, 

For  true  was  the  heart  of  the  Rand  Refugee. 

His  wife  on  his  arm  and  his  son  by  his  side, 

He  cast  a  last  look  at  the  home  he  had  made, 
Then  walked  to  the  station  in  shame-goaded  pride, 

And  climbed  on  a  truck,  with  nor  shelter  nor  shade. 
He  stood  through  the  night  while  the  women  lay  down, 

By  day  their  companion  and  champion  was  he ; 
Not  caring  although  he  was  fevered  and  brown, 

For  kind  was  the  heart  of  the  Rand  Refugee. 

He  believed  in  his  country,  its  leaders,  its  men, 
And  boasted  that  victory  soon  would  be  theirs, 

Nor  feared  though  outnumbered  as  three  is  to  ten, 
So  at  Capetown  he  dabbled  in  stocks  and  in  shares, 
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Till  the  news  of  misfortunes,  like  thunderbolts,  came — 

The  surprise  at  Talana,  the  inarch  from  Dundee- 
Then  he  shouldered  a  rifle  to  wipe  out  the  shame, 
For  brave  was  the  heart  of  the  Rand  Refugee. 

He  ranked  as  a  private  in  field  and  in  tent, 

Companioned  with  "  Tommy  " — his  tutor  and  chum  ; 
With  the  rations  and  rules  of  a  soldier  content, 

He  answered  the  bugle  and  marched  to  the  drum, 
Till  with  Roberts  he  entered  old  Jo'burg  again — 

Old  Jo'burg  from  Leydsdom  and  Krugerdom  free ! 
Gaunt,  ragged,  and  lousy — what  mattered  it  then  ? 

For  proud  was  the  heart  of  the  Rand  Refugee. 

Disbanded,  he  sought  out  the  home  that  had  been — 

'Twas  plundered  and  pillaged  to  ruin  and  wrack  ; 
Grass-grown  were  the  paths  round  the  desolate  scene, 

Not  even  a  dog  came  to  welcome  him  back  ! 
He  paused  on  the  threshold,  for  strange  was  the  sight, 

And  strange  his  returning  in  tattered  khaki ; 
Then  he  wandered  around  till  far  into  the  night, 

And  sad  was  the  heart  of  the  Rand  Refugee. 

The  life  of  a  soldier  had  charms  for  him  still ; 

So  he  took  up  a  rifle  and  kit-bag  once  more, 
Turned  out  to  the  "  hooter,"  took  part  in  the  drill, 

And  laughed  by  the  camp-fire,  at  times,  as  before, 
Till  they  brought  him  the  news  of  his  son  and  his  wife — 

He  lay  on  the  veldt,  and  she  slept  by  the  sea ! 
Then,  homeless  and  loveless,  he  cared  not  for  life — 

Now  still  is  the  heart  of  the  Rand  Refugee. 


THE   GUM-TREE'S   SONG 

"  OH  !  where  has  April  gone  ? 
Why,  it  was  March  the  other  day, 
And  now  'tis  far  advanced  in  May — 

How  fast  the  year  rolls  on  ! 

"  At  Home  it  was  not  so ; 
But  o'er  this  desert  land  the  sun 
Seems  with  as  much  more  haste  to  run 

As  stronger  comes  his  glow. 

"  And  swifter  marches  Time, 
As  if  across  the  desert  waste 
He  hurried  with  impetuous  pace 

To  reach  a  happier  clime." 

Thus  mused  I  in  a  spot 
Where  fell  a  stately  gum-tree's  shade, 
With  which  the  wanton  sunbeams  play'd 

As  Fancy  plays  with  Thought, 

When  music  filled  mine  ear, 
For,  lo  !  its  every  waving  bough 
Chanted  the  song  I'll  sing  thee  now, 

In  accents  soft  and  clear. 
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"  Golden  hours  with  treasure  weighted, 

Lingering  'tween  th'  eternal  shores, 
Why  so  slow  and  tardy-gaited 

Come  ye  with  your  precious  stores  ? 
Not  a  blessing  ye  have  brought  us 

Has  been  slighted  or  abused, 
But,  as  Nature  well  hath  taught  us, 

All  to  profit  have  been  used. 


u  Glowing  sun  of  life  and  beauty, 

Chained  to  leaden-footed  Time, 
Why  so  tardy  in  thy  duty  ? 

Haste  thee  on  from  clime  to  clime  ! 
All  the  heat  thou  art  diffusing, 

Every  ray  which  thou  dost  shed 
We  are  waiting  for  and  using— 

Lo  !  our  hands  to  thee  are  spread  ! 


"  Golden  hours  of  priceless  treasure  ! 

Glowing  sun  of  genial  ray  ! 
We  can  only  grow  in  measure 

As  ye  hasten  on  your  way. 
Spreading,  growing,  and  aspiring 

Higher,  higher,  we  would  rise  ; 
Haste,  then,  for  we  are  desiring 

Soon  to  reach  the  azure  skies ! " 
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It  ceased,  and  while  I  sighed 
And  asked  what  the  strange  song  could  mean, 
A  soft-winged  zephyr  fanned  the  scene 

And,  whisp'ring,  thus  replied : 

"  Those  to  whom  God's  life  is  given 

Must  be  rising  to  the  right : 
Time  which  brings  them  nearer  heaven 

Should  be  hastened  in  its  flight. 
Only  when  the  soul  immortal 

Earth  her  home  and  portion  deems 
Will  she  shun  Life's  western  portal 

Whence  the  light  of  glory  streams." 

I  grasped  the  golden  thought ! 
And,  while  the  tree  to  heaven  aspires, 
My  heart  increasingly  desires 

To  practise  what  it  taught. 


ZABANTA 

"  WHAT  ails  you,  poor  old  Kimmie, 
That  you  sit  moping  there, 

So  strange,  and  dull,  and  whimmy 
When  all  the  world's  so  fair  ? 

"  The  sky  is  bright  above  you, 
The  earth  is  green  and  glad, 

And  there  are  hearts  that  love  you- 
Then  why  should  you  be  sad  ?" 

"  I  know  de  world  am  fair,  sir, 
I  know  de  sky  am  bright, 

And  alvays  in  my  prayer,  sir, 
Ven  I  lie  down  at  night, 

"  I  tink  ob  many  a  dear  von, 

An  many  tanks  I  say— 
But  she  who  vos  de  near  von — 

Zabanta — am  avay. 

44  She  vos  so  glad  and  bright,  sir, 
So  happy  and  so  strong, 

An*  to  me  eb'ry  night,  sir, 
She'd  sing  her  little  song 

"  About  de  great  Induna 
Who  lubbed  de  Zulu  maid, 

Or  how  de  sweet  Iluna, 

For  mighty  Chaka  prayed. 
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u  And,  oh,  how  much  I  miss  her, 

De  truest  and  de  best, 
P'or  heaven  vos  in  her  kiss,  sir, 

An*  true  lub  in  her  breast. 

"  Vay  down  in  Ishlaharden, 

Nigh  thirty  years  ago, 
I  left  her  in  de  garden 

Wi'  calabash  an'  hoe. 

"  They  carried  her  avay,  sir, 
When  I  vos  from  her  side, 

An*  neber  to  dis  day,  sir, 

Dese  eyes  have  seen  my  bride. 

"Zabanta!     Oh  Zabanta ! 

I  miss  her  ebery  where ; 
And  if  de  Lord  do  grant  a 

Poor  nigger's  'umble  prayer, 

"  To  sen'  her  back  again,  sir, 
Beside  her  poor  old  Kim, 

Till  life's  long,  last  amen,  sir, 
I  vill  be  tankin  Him." 

I  left  the  poor  old  nigger 

A-sitting  by  his  door, 
A  strange  pathetic  figure 

For  which  my  heart  was  sore ; 

But  I  knew  that  Arab  trader 
Would  never  come  again, 

That  a  life-long  slave  they'd  made  her 
For  whom  Kim  prayed  in  vain. 


THE   GOLD   FEVER 

THREE  youths  in  difTrent  countries  born 

At  Toises'  River  met, 
And  each  his  tale  could  so  adorn 
That  e'en  th'  approaching  hours  of  morn 

They  seemed  to  quite  forget. 

And  all  the  stories  which  they  told 
Were  of  the  Transvaal  fields — 

Of  reefs,  and  lodes,  and  veins  of  gold, 

And  nuggets  in  alluvial  roll'd, 
Which  there  the  country  yields. 

At  length  each  other's  hands  they  pressed 

And  parted  for  the  night. 
But  one  of  them  was  ill  at  rest, 
A  fever  raged  within  his  breast, 

His  sleep  was  short  and  light. 

He  dreamed  that  with  the  other  two 

To  start  he  had  been  bold, 
But  "  pieces  "  being  small  and  few, 
He  thought  they  had  enough  to  do 

To  reach  the  land  of  gold. 

But  when  they  reached  the  place,  it  seemed 
With  glittering  spots  to  shine ; 
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With  gold  the  very  surface  teem'd 
And  like  a  yellow  mirror  gleamed — 
There  was  no  need  to  mine  ! 

They  quickly  cast  their  eyes  around, 

And  in  a  hollow  drift, 
Half  hidden  by  the  fertile  ground, 
A  large  and  heavy  nugget  found 

Which  all  three  could  not  lift. 

But  certain  it  was  genuine  gold, 
They  were  not  quick  to  yield,. 
But  of  a  ponderous  plank  got  hold, 
And  had  it  on  a  wagon  rolled 
And  drove  it  from  the  field. 

There,  homeward  bound,  it  safely  lay 

Upon  its  jostling  bed ; 
And,  till  they  reached  the  fever  bay, 
They  chipped  a  piece  off  every  day 

With  which  to  purchase  bread. 

A  good  rig-out  was  there  procured, 

The  bullock  wagon  sold, 
Three  first-class  passages  secured — 
No  hardships  now  need  be  endured, 
With  such  a  lump  of  gold. 

But,  as  he  to  a  lady  spoke 

Who  coveted,  I  deem, 
To  share  the  prize,  a  something  broke 
The  spell,  and  lo,  our  hero  woke 

To  find  it  but  a  dream  ! 


DWARSENWEG 

WHILE  distant  thunder-clouds  were  gathering  round 
Low  murmuring  with  deep  portentous  sound, 
Sleep  with  beguiling  and  delusive  charms 
Had  lulled  a  happy  household  in  his  arms. 
Four  were  they — aged  parents  fond  and  dear — 
A  youth  and  maiden  their  support  and  cheer. 

Cloud  rolled  on  cloud  like  armies  to  the  war, 
O'er-spreading  heaven  and  hiding  every  star, 
And,  phalanxed  firm  in  deep  and  dark  array, 
Closed  round  the  house  wherein  the  sleepers  lay. 
The  gleaming  deaths  against  the  gables  dashed, 
And  through  the  rooms  with  melting  fury  flashed, 
Shatt'ring  and  firing — every  shaft  and  stroke 
By  Terror  wildly  winged — but  none  awoke  ! 
For  Mercy,  Reason's  fair  domain  to  keep, 
Sent  sweet  Unconsciousness  to  succour  sleep. 

The  maiden  from  the  spell  was  first  unbound — 
With  dreamy  gaze  she  cast  her  eyes  around  ! 
Flames  from  the  crumbling  house  were  shooting  high 
To  mingle  with  the  conflict  in  the  sky, 
The  thunder  pealed,  the  streaming  lightning  gleamed, 
And  rain  from  bursting  clouds  in  torrents  streamed 
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Her  aged  parents  first  engaged  her  thought, 

And  'mid  the  thickening  smoke  their  room  she  sought. 

Both  lay  unconscious,  but  she  could  not  spare 

A  moment's  tenderness  or  sorrow  there, 

But  bore  them  swiftly  from  the  scene  of  death, 

And  nursed  with  eager  care  their  feeble  breath, 

Till  bitter  Consciousness  returned  again 

With  Care  and  Fear  and  Sorrow  in  her  train. 

Now  nerve  thy  heart  anew,  thou  fearless  maid  ! 
A  sister's  part  must  still  by  thee  be  play'd : 
"  What  of  thy  brother  ?     Ling'rest  thou  the  while 
Yon  tott'ring  walls  become  his  funeral  pile  ?  " 
So  spake  her  rescued  parents'  opening  eyes, 
Those  orbs  wherein  Love's  language  never  dies. 

Nerv'd  with  Affection's  all-resistless  claims, 
She  braved  the  crackling  walls  and  rushed  the  flames, 
Then  stood  aghast !  for  on  his  fire-bound  bed 
The  lightning's  stroke  had  left  him  seared  and  dead. 
It  was  no  time  to  weep  or  yield  to  fears : 
The  moment  called  for  action,  not  for  tears  ! 
The  spreading  flames  resolved  her  desp'rate  mind — 
She  would  not  go  and  leave  the  corpse  behind ! 
And,  'spite  the  dreadful  dangers  and  alarms, 
She  clasped  and  raised  the  body  in  her  arms ; 
With  woman's  love  and  more  than  woman's  might, 
The  flames  which  wrapped  the  house  her  only  light, 
While  thunders  o'er  her  rolled  and  lightnings  flashed, 
Through  fire  and  smoke  she  with  her  burden  dashed, 
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And  rushing  forth  'mid  the  relentless  storm 
Laid  at  her  parents'  feet  the  lifeless  form. 

O  valiant  maiden  !  noble  heroine ! 
What  love  so  strong,  what  heart  so  brave  as  thine ! 
My  simple  measure  ill  befits  thy  praise ; 
But  were  it  mine  to  chant  immortal  lays, 
In  deathless  song  I  would  enshrine  thy  name 
And  write  thy  story  on  the  scroll  of  Fame. 
Happy  the  parents  whose  declining  years 
Thy  courage  stays  and  thy  devotion  cheers ! 


TWO   BURIALS 

I  DID  not  wish  this  tale  to  live  in  song, 

Though  justice  to  my  genius  oft  appealed,; 

But  blushing  Muses  plead  so  loud  and  long 
I'm  forced  to  yield. 

And  so,  Enalbor,  to  thy  patient  ear 

I'll  sing  in  dull,  and  slow,  and  dirge-like  verse, 

What  to  the  world,  if  wise,  it  shall  appear, 
Thou  can'st  rehearse. 

Twas  on  the  diamond  fields  a  year  ago, 
Near  many  a  gem  of  lustre  yet  unshed, 

I  sauntered,  with  a  listless  step  and  slow, 
Where  lie  the  dead. 

And  much  I  thought  of  richer,  purer  gems, 

Which  once  these  mould'ring  caskets  had  adorned, 

For  which  the  wealth  of  earthly  diadems 
Had  all  been  scorn'd. 

And  as  I  mused,  I  raised  mine  eyes,  and  lo ! 

A  sable  hearse  and  a  procession  great 
Of  carriages,  in  sad  funereal  show, 

Stood  by  the  gate. 
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The  mourners  thence  the  costly  coffin  bore, 
The  others  followed  with  uncovered  head  ; 

The  white-robed  priest  in  solemn  tones,  before, 
The  service  read. 

The  grave  was  reached,  and  tears  now  freely  flowed, 
And  sobbings  half  suppressed  broke  on  the  air, 

While  oft  the  priest  the  names  of  Christ  and  God 
Uttered  in  prayer. 

These  rites  proceeded  when,  upon  mine  ear 
The  sound  of  footsteps  fell,  and  looking  round 

I  saw  four  convicts  bearing  a  rude  bier 
To  lower  ground. 

And,  coffinless,  upon  the  bier  there  lay 

A  Kaffir  in  his  blanket  roughly  tied, 
Nor  friend  to  shed  a  tear  nor  priest  to  pray 

Was  by  his  side. 

A  guard  watched  o^er  the  living,  but  the  dead — 
Nought  but  the  blushing  clouds  of  heav'n  watched 
o'er  him  ! 

Yet  in  my  heart  a  something  whispering  said, 
"  A  mother  bore  him, 

"  And  often  proudly  kissed  his  sable  brow, 
Called  him  the  brightest  of  her  dusky  band, 

And  waiteth  his  returning  even  now 
In  Zululand." 
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As  close  beside  the  deep,  lone  grave  they  drew, 

It  was  a  solemnly  contrasted  scene  : 
Each  party  stood  full  in  the  other's  view, 

And  I  between ! 

Here  was  the  rich  dead  man  and  there  the  poor ; 

Here  friends  were  weeping,  but  no  grief  was  there  ; 
Here  heaven  was  pledged  to  resurrection  sure, 

There  Hell  might  care  ! 

And  as  with  silken  cords  they  lowered  here 
The  rich  man  gently  in  his  narrow  bed, 

The  convicts  there  upset  the  pauper's  bier, 
And  fell  the  dead. 

Fell  with  a  strange,  dull  sound  !     Nor  cared  they  how, 
Whether  he  lay  on  back,  or  side,  or  breast; 

And  thus  unknown,  unwept,  he  taketh  now 
His  last  long  rest. 

Now  on  my  right  had  ceased  the  solemn  words, 
The  rich  man  was  committed  to  the  dust ; 

From  strong,  reluctant  hands  had  dropped  the  cords, 
And  all  was  hushed, 

While  on  the  coffin  wreaths  and  bouquets  fell, 
And  tears  were  wiped  from  many  a  hardy  face ; 

Then  with  a  long,  last  look  of  sad  farewell 
All  left  the  place. 
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Nor  lingered  one  where  that  lone  Zulu  lay- 
Not  even  he  who  bore  the  reverend  name ! 

0  God  !  I  thought  the  clouded  orb  of  day 
Had  hid  for  shame. 

Oh,  where  was  then  humanity  ?     And  where 

The  spirit  of  the  Man  of  Nazareth  ? 
In  life  the  poor  and  friendless  had  His  care, 

His  tears  in  death. 

1  did  not  grudge  the  rich  his  easier  bed 

Nor  the  white  marble  which  would  mark  his  grave ; 
But  had  not  he  for  whom  no  prayers  were  read 
A  soul  to  save  ? 

Shall  he  not  rise  again,  and  at  God^s  throne 
Stand  in  the  judgment,  equal  with  the  other? 

Or  was  he  not,  though  black,  and  poor,  and  lone, 
A  human  brother  ? 

Yes !  is  the  answer  from  each  noble  breast ; 

Yes !  is  re-echoed  both  by  earth  and  heaven. 
O  may  I  meet  them  both  where  one  sweet  rest 

To  all  is  given  ! 
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OR 

MOSI-OU-TUNGA 

"  STUPENDOUS^     « vast,"     "  majestic,"     "  godlike," 

"grand," 

And  all  the  words  which  mortal  lips  command 
When  lauding  other  things  of  earth  and  sea, 
Are  lost,  great  wonder,  when  applied  to  thee ! 
He  who  would  sing  thy  praise,  thou  thing  divine, 
Must  learn  the  language  of  the  gods — and  thine. 
Yet  as  the  gurgling  brook  sings  to  the  sky, 
Or  cricket  chatters  to  the  passer-by, 
E'en  so  to  thee  I  tune  my  humble  lay 
And  babble  of  thee  in  my  little  way. 
But  though  I  voice  my  feelings  as  the  brook, 
Or  as  the  cricket  chirrup  from  my  nook, 
I  hope  no  more  than  they,  nor  more  pretend, 
I  could  not  flatter  thee,  nor  would  offend. 
No  poet  I,  but  bard  of  humble  name, 
Scarce  known  beyond  the  village  whence  I  came ; 
With  neither  gift  nor  grace  of  words  sublime, 
I  do  but  vent  my  simple  thoughts  in  rhyme. 
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The  thunders  of  thy  mighty  minstrelsy 
My  voice  to  mortal  ears  could  ill  convey, 
And  words  of  mine  could,  oh  how  feebly,  sense 
Thy  mightiness,  almost  omnipotence ! 

I  thought  to  come  to  see  thee  and  compare 
Thy  form  and  lineaments  with  things  elsewhere, 
With  compass,  glass,  clinometer  and  line 
Thy  mystery  solve,  thine  origin  define. 
But  when  I  saw  thy  wondrous  mists  arise, 
Overspreading  wide  and  mingling  with  the  skies, 
And  heard,  far-sounding  from  their  deep  abode, 
Thy  many  waters,  as  the  voice  of  God, 
My  curiosity  gave  place  to  awe, 
My  awe  to  worship,  as  I  heard  and  saw ; 
And  though  so  long  inured  to  sordid  ways, 
I  joined  thine  adoration  and  thy  praise ; 
Forgot  the  learning  and  the  arts  of  men 
And  stood  amazed,  entranced — a  child  again. 
If  but  for  this,  this  respite,  this  relief, 
This  hour  of  childlike  feeling  and  belief, 
This  short  parenthesis,  this  interlude, 
Where  doubt  withdrew,  nor  question  dared  intrude — 
For  this,  great  priestess  of  all  things  divine ! 
Till  life  is  solved  by  death  my  thanks  be  thine. 

A  forest  drenched  in  everlasting  rain 
I  ventured  through,  thine  inner  court  to  gain. 
Here,  swiftly,  when  thy  censer  southward  sways, 
The  baffled  sun  obtrudes  his  timid  rays, 


228  VICTORIA   FALLS 

While  in  each  gleam  a  thousand  rainbows  start 
And  myriad  glinting  glories  gaily  dart. 
Here  moss  and  ferns  and  flowers  profuse  abound, 
And  roots  entwining  bind  the  spongy  ground, 
But  of  the  living,  moving,  conscious  thing 
The  crab  is  subject  and  the  hippo1  king. 

Emerging  from  the  forest,  lo !  I  stood 
Where  sturdy  rocks  engirt  the  falling  flood, 
Whence  to  the  vortex  one,  appalled,  may  gaze, 
Or  wondVing  eyes  to  peaceful  waters  raise. 
Calm  to  the  subtle  edge  they  quietly  glide, 
A  sleepy  mass  of  full  seven  furlongs  wide, 
Where  islands  rise  and  sluggish  hippo'  play — 
Day  bright  as  heaven,  and  night  as  glad  as  day  ! 
The  Prince  of  Peace  there  might  assert  His  reign 
And  seraphs  own  the  charms  of  His  domain. 

The  power  secreted  in  that  vast  advance 
Dwarfs  mortal  strength  to  insignificance  ! 
Ten  million  horses  on  ambrosia  fed, 
Each  to  the  task  by  tireless  hero  led, 
Harnessed  by  Vulcan,  by  Minerva  trained, 
For  twice  ten  thousand  years  by  Jove  sustained, 
And  all  those  years  to  ceaseless  labour  pressed, 
Nor  once  unyoked  for  food,  or  drink,  or  rest, 
Could  not  by  strenuous  efforts,  night  and  day, 
Exert  the  energy  there  thrown  away 
In  utter,  uncontrolled  arid  wanton  waste, 
To  please  capricious  Nature's  varying  taste. 
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Unwarned  by  rapids  or  by  jutting  ledge 
The  heedless  waters  reach  the  treacherous  edge, 
And  by  their  awful  strength,  till  then  unknown, 
Are  to  the  yawning  chasm  fiercely  thrown. 
Rudely  awakened,  to  a  field  of  fleece 
They  shake  themselves  in  many  a  rippling  crease 
And  try  to  hold  together — but  in  vain ! 
They  part  in  terror,  as  they  fall  amain. 
Soon  in  a  thousand  streams  the  mass  is  ranged ; 
These  to  a  myriad  drops  are  quickly  changed, 
Which,  careless  now,  and  any  fate  to  know, 
Dash  reckless  on  the  jutting  rocks  below ; 
Repelled  by  which,  in  spray  and  mist  they  rise, 
Appealing  helpless  to  the  heedless  skies. 
E'en  drop  to  drop,  in  agonising  pain, 
Cries  out  in  anguish  but  cries  out  in  vain ; 
While  evermore,  by  wild  confusion  riven, 
"  Deep  calleth  unto  deep  v  and  earth  to  heaven  ! 

Ah,  little  do  we  know.     Was  it  from  this, 
This  awful  hell,  this  seething,  dread  abyss, 
This  agony  of  atoms,  which  I  hear, 
This  torture  which,  though  feeling  not,  I  fear — 
Was  it  from  this  that  incense  calm  ascended, 
Was  it  from  this  that  murmured  praise  was  blended, 
Which  seen  and  heard  at  distance  charmed  and  thrilled 
Till  adoration  all  my  being  filled  ? 
Yea,  so  it  is ;  and  even  as  'tis  so 
May  not  all  mortal  wrong,  distress,  and  woe 
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Rise  harmonised  to  worship,  toned  to  praise 
Where  saints  and  angels  sinless  anthems  raise  ? 

O  Livingstone !  Thou  hero  of  my  youth, 
In  toil  and  travel  great,  and  strong  for  truth ! 
Man  of  the  humble  heart  and  mighty  mind, 
Lover  of  Africa,  friend  of  mankind  ! 
What  raptures  thrilled  thy  mighty  soul  when  first 
Mosi-ou-tunga  on  thy  vision  burst  ? 
I  came  by  rail,  in  luxury  and  ease, 
My  whim  to  humour  and  my  fancy  please, 
Yet  I  was  charmed  to  worship  as  I  stood 
'Mid  modern  comforts  by  the  mighty  flood — 
Then  what  of  thee  ?     On  thy  great  mission  borne 
By  weary  feet,  toil-stained  and  travel-worn 
Cam'st  thou,  unknowing  what  thine  eyes  would  see — 
What  feelings,  mighty  man,  awoke  in  thee  ? 

Soul  so  devoted  and  so  pure  as  thine 
Ne^er  found  for  worship  such  a  fitting  shrine, 
Where  to  pay  homage  great  and  vows  renew 
The  while  the  gods  in  reverence  withdrew. 
This  done,  thy  thoughts  again  returned  to  earth, 
But  mostly  to  the  village  of  thy  birth : 
Scenes  of  thy  childhood  and  thy  boyhood  days 
Flitted  like  phantoms  in  the  mist-caught  rays ! 
The  Blantyre  mill  and  dam  and  Both  well  wood 
Were  miraged  on  the  vast  Zambesi's  flood ; 
While  on  its  bosom  broad,  and  deep,  and  wide 
A  tear  was  dropped  for  thy  beloved  Clyde. 


MY   SISTER 

HER  maiden  name  was  Jeanie  Blane, 

Her  form  was  tall  and  slender, 
Her  face  had  made  a  princess  vain, 

Her  eyes  were  blue  and  tender ; 
But  she  has  long  been  Mrs.  Baird, 

And  had  three  pretty  boys, 
Four  years  ago — when  last  we  heard— 

In  Braidwood,  Illinois. 
Tis  but  ten  years,  yet  it  appears 

An  age  since  last  I  kissed  her : 
For  I  must  bear  the  growing  fears 

Of  having  lost  a  sister. 

How  oft  in  childhood's  happy  days, 

With  all  a  brother's  pride, 
I've  crowned  her  queen  on  London's  braes 

With  wreaths  from  Irvine's  side ! 
There  spring  her  daisied  carpet  spread 

And,  tripping  o'er  the  lea, 
Fair  summer  came  with  laughing  tread 

For  sister  Jane  and  me. 
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MY   SISTER 

Oh,  if  you  know  her  tell  her,  please, 
That  I  have  sadly  missed  her ; 

Help,  all  ye  scribes  across  the  seas, 
To  find  a  scribbler's  sister ! 

Ye  editors  of  Illinois 

And  all  the  western  clime, 
If  e'er  ye  knew  a  brother's  joys 

Take  over  this  short  rhyme. 
For  now  the  summers  come  and  go, 

Not  blithely  as  of  old  ; 
Their  days  are  joyless,  dull  and  slow, 

E'en  Afric's  suns  are  cold, 
And  cheerless  are  its  brightest  skies, 

Its  diamonds  do  not  glister, 
Nor  are  its  goldfields  rich  to  eyes 

That  fill  for  a  lost  sister. 


Note. — The  above  lines  were  published  in  Eoccalibur,  a  Cape 
paper,  and  reproduced  by  many  of  the  Scotch  and  American 
papers.  The  desired  end  was  gained. 


RECALLED— AN   ACROSTIC 

R  EPOSE  he  hath  found  in  the  land  of  the  stranger : 

O  n,  others  may  toil,  but  his  labour  is  done ; 

B  eset  by  no  trial,  exposed  to  no  danger, 

E  ntombed  where  his  life-work  would  just  have  begun. 

R  ecalled  from  the  conflict — nor  went  he  in  vain 

T  o  share  with  the  mighty  the  loss  and  the  gain. 

J  ust  reached  was  the  land  when  his  spirit,  full  weary 
O  f  pain  yet  untold,  to  its  resting-place  fled  ! 
H  is  feet  were  forbidden  the  wilderness  dreary ; 
N  o  tropical  sun  shall  e'er  smite  on  his  head. 
J  oined  now  to  the  blest  who  are  weary  no  more, 
O  h,  sweet  is  his  rest  on  that  sorrowless  shore ! 

H  is  requiem  may  be  but  the  dirge  of  the  ocean, 
N  o  records  of  earth  may  commit  him  to  fame, 
Still  dark  Garenganze  shall  hear  with  emotion 
T  he  tale  of  his  death,  and  shall  honour  his  name. 
O  btrude  not  a  question  !     God  knoweth  that  grave, 
'N  eath  the  watchful  star  cross,  in  the  land  of  the  slave. 

Note. — R.  J.  J.  was  a  young1  Irish  missionary  who  died  at  Ben- 
guella  on  his  way  to  Garenganze  in  the  year  1888. 
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EPITAPH   ON   ROBERT   FORBES 

HERE  rests,  through  an  untimely  end, 
A  father's  joy,  a  mother's  pride, 

A  darling  brother,  and  a  friend 
Beloved  by  many,  far  and  wide. 
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ACROSTIC 

J  UST  as  the  sun  upon  a  wintry  day, 
E  merging  partly  from  behind  a  cloud, 

S  heds  one  enchanting,  momentary  ray, 

S  o  soft,  so  clear,  that  darker  seems  the  shroud 

I  n  which  its  yearned-for  beams  all  lost  must  be — 

E  'en  thus,  sweet  singer,  hast  thou  been  to  me. 

K  een  were  the  blasts  and  cold  my  wintry  way, 

O  ffensive  every  sound  I  heard,  until 
Like  sweet  aeolian  music,  soft  and  clear, 
B  roke,  echo-like,  thy  song  upon  mine  ear, 

E  ver  through  Memory ""s  corridors  to  thrill. 

Note.— Miss  Kolbe,  sister  of  the  Rev.  Father  Kolbe  of  Cape- 
town, is  the  author  of  some  of  the  most  charming  verses  I  have 
ever  read. 


EPITAPH 

WRITTEN    AT   THE    GRAVE    OF    MY    BROTHER    ROBERTS 

INFANT    SON,    IN    THE    OLD    CHURCHYARD    AT    LOUDON 

KIRK,    GALSTON 

THE  baby  boy  that  here  is  laid 
Was  born  beside  the  Indian  wave ; 

By  Afric's  diamond  mines  he  play'd, 
And  here  he  found  this  little  grave. 


LINES 

WRITTEN    ON    A    SILVER    LEAF    FROM    TABLE    MOUNTAIN 

I  COME  at  this  glad  and  happy  time 

From  the  sunny  hills  of  a  warmer  clime, 

Where  I  gaily  grew  on  the  silver  tree 

Till,  with  ruthless  hand,  I  was  torn  for  thee. 

'Twas  a  ruthless  hand,  but  I  heard  him  say, 

As  he  dashed  a  truant  tear  away, 

"  Go !  bear  them  a  note  of  Christmas  cheer 

And  wish  them  a  good  and  glad  New  Year ! " 


ACROSTIC    LINES 

WRITTEN    ON    A    SILVER    LEAF    SENT    TO    REPLACE    ONE 
THAT    WAS    LOST 

INAUDIBLE  whispers  of  joyous  relief — 

Volumes  of  speech  in  my  silentness  lie  ! 
Earth's  gifts  are  illusions  ;  for,  lo  !  in  a  leaf 
Nature  may  mingle  thy  gladness  with  grief. 
Seek  then  the  changeless — the  gifts  of  the  sky. 


LINES 

WRITTEN    ON    A    SILVER    LEAF    FROM    TABLE    MOUNTAIN 

FM  only  a  leaf  with  a  message  brief 

From  a  far  and  foreign  land  ; 
From  the  silver  tree  I  was  plucked  for  thee 

By  a  rude  and  ruthless  hand  : 
But  I  heard  him  say  as  he  bore  me  away, 
."Twill  remind  them  of  me  wherever  I  stay." 


LINES 

WRITTEN    ON    A    SILVER    LEAF    FROM    TABLE    MOUNTAIN 

I  KNOW  the  song  of  the  balmy  breeze 

That  plays  through  the  palm  and  the  silver  trees, 

The  merry  laugh  of  the  negro  child, 

And  the  Kaffir  war-dance  rude  and  wild. 

I  have  heard  the  music  of  the  waves 

O'er  the  Indian  Ocean's  reefs  and  caves, 

And  the  great  Atlantic's  ceaseless  roar 

As  it  wildly  beats  the  rugged  shore; 

For  both  these  oceans  roll  their  foam 

On  mine  and  the  negro's  sunny  home. 

But  these  were  nought  to  the  fervent  prayer 

That  was  breathed  by  a  lonely  wand'rer  there, 

As  there  fell  on  me  a  burning  tear 

With  the  thought  of  you  and  the  dawning  year. 
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BEFORE   WE   PART 

AN    ACROSTIC 

B  EFORE  we  part,  who  only  met 

Lone  strangers  on  a  lone  wide  sea ; 
B  efore  we  part — to  mark  the  debt 

Of  gratitude  I  owe  to  thee — 
A  How,  dear  lady,  that  thy  name 

Should  grace  my  simple,  uncouth  lays, 
Recalled  by  which  perchance  I'll  claim 

A  thought  from  thee  in  other  days. 
C  ould  my  poor  lyre,  untuned  so  long, 

Resume  its  wonted  fire  again, 
L  ed  by  the  music  of  thy  song 

How  gladly  would  I  join  the  strain ! 
A  nd  yet,  although  our  ways  must  part, 

Sometimes,  when  at  God's  throne  you  bend, 
Y  ou'll  breathe  a  prayer  for  one  lone  heart 

As  for  a  brother  or  a  friend. 
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THE   FINAL   PAGE 

WITH  weary  hand  he  laid  the  pen 

Beside  the  finished,  final  page, 
And  wondered  if  the  eyes  of  men 

Would  read  it  in  some  future  age, 
Or  if,  forgotten  and  unread, 

The  volume  would  oblivious  lie, 
Like  some  lost  memory  of  the  dead 

Who  lone  and  unremembered  die. 

But  inly  conscious  of  their  worth, 

Though  conscious  of  their  weakness  too, 
He  sent  the  humble  pages  forth, 

And  slept  as  weary  toilers  do. 
Sweet  is  his  rest — no  pen,  no  voice 

His  slumbVing  heart  and  ear  can  thrill- 
But  God  and  Time  have  made  their  choice, 

For,  "being  dead  he  speaketh  still." 
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